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In a timeless forest, a light mist hangs over a lush, green 
landscape. Horse hooves pound along a cobblestone path. 


SUPER: SHORTLY BEFORE THE TURN OF THE CENTURY.... 


DUCHESS, an aging gray and white filly, pulls an ornately 
crafted coach. She chafes a bit at the red collar around her 
neck as her coachman, OLIVER GREENING, sits up front, working 
the reins. Top hat and long coat, angular and tall, Oliver's 
rough-hewn good looks and dapper Victorian profile, make him 
appear every bit the turn-of-the-century coachman. He checks 
the antique gold pocketwatch chained to his vest, snaps the 
reins. 


Hearing ROMANTIC OOOH'S AND AHHH'S from inside the coach, Oliver 
smiles wtshfully and turns to check his passengers. 


THE PASSENGERS 2 


a pair of feverishly horny Puerto Rican high school KIDS, 
oblivious to the pastoral scenery, kissing with monumental 
intensity. (By the way, did I neglect to mention it? The 
timeless forest is CENTRAL PARK, and by the turn-of-the-century, 
I mean, today, 1996.) 


DUCHESS~-~-- : 5 


CLOPS along, then comes to a sudden and jarring HALT. Oliver, 
lurched forward, his hat tumbles to the ground. The lovers, 
though tossed, never react, their lips never part. 


OLIVER'S POV--- A BIG BLACK CAT . 4 


struts onto the bridle path. The stray cat stops, boldly 
Staring down the frightened horse. Skittish in general, Duchess 
is above all, terrified of cats. Oliver steps down from the 
driver's bench to pick up his hat. 


The cat advances a step. Duchess backs up a step. The cat 
arches its back, wild-eyed and mean. A stand-off. 


OLIVER 
Duchess, a nag like you? Afraid of a 
little kitty? 


Oliver dusts off his hat, MUTTERING to himself, about to get 
back on the coach. The cat makes another sudden advance, and 
with that, Duchess rears, then BOLTS! Oliver is pushed to one 
side as the coach drives away. Oliver chases after his runaway 
coach. 


Inside the carriage, the lovers are spun wildly, yet undeterred 
from making out. 
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SStrLlans. scatter to avold being run Over by Ouecness ana: the 
cn. 
Losing ground, Oliver sees an old bike belonging to a hot dog 


vendor who's obviously a friend. Oliver borrows it and goes! 
Duchess CHARGES down the road, picking up steam. 


OLIVER'S POV--~ A GREEN TRAFFIC SIGNAL TURNING YELLOW 5 


Duchess charges through the red light just as a PACK of 
rollerbladers cut across the intersection. Seeing the runaway 
coach, the rollerblades scatter in all directions. Oliver 
barrels through the intersection, gaining ground. 


Oliver pedals like mad. Coming up alongside, Oliver makes a 
daring grab for the carriage and its running board. He swings 
up to the seat and reins in the runaway horse, and brings 
Duchess to a halt. The bike falls away. 


With a larching sudden stop near 59th Street, Duchess has calmed 
down. Oliver peers in the door at his customers. 


2 
t 


OLIVER 
Hey, I'm really sorry about... 


The lovers appear blissfully unaware that the ride was anything 
less than perfection. The KID's too-cool grin is undermined by 
a red smear of lipstick. 


KID 
Smooth ride, bro. 


The boy tucks a fifty dollar bill in Oliver's coat and they go. 
Oliver turns to Duchess, whose head hangs down guiltily. 


OLIVER 
What do I do with you? 
(check his watch) 
Of all the days to be late. 


EXT. ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - DAY 6 


Oliver's daughter, ANABEL GREENING(7), on the front steps. of her 
school, doing a trick with her tongue. 


Anabel's ‘big' brother, CHARLIE(11), a downsized version of 
Walter Matthau, dribbles a basketball to the curb, straining to 
see down the street. Anabel stops twisting her tongue, 
preoccupied with’a tooth. 


ANABEL 

Hey Charlie, guess what? 
CHARLIE 

I give up. 
ANABEL 


This tooth's about to go. 


s 
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CHARLIE 
Just say the word. I'll get my pliers 
and yank it out. 


- ANABEL 
—~ Money from the tooth fairy's really 
gonna come in handy. 


CHARLIE 
Tuoth fairy. Gimme a break. 
(looking up the street) 
Let's face it, Dad's never gonna come. 
He left us here to rot. 


ANABEL 
Did not. 
CHARLIE 
Did too. 
* ANABEL 
$ Didn't. 
CHARLIE 
Did. 
(suddenly) 


Yo Anabel! Think fast! 


Charlie fakes a pass, aiming right for his sister's face. 
Anabel flinches. Charlie gets a moment's satisfaction from it. 


At that moment, Oliver and Duchess arrive at a hearty clip. 7 


ANABEL 
Duchess! 


Anabel hugs the horse. Charlie climbs aboard with his 
basketball. : 


OLIVER 
How come she always gets a hug before I 
do? 
ANABEL 
{as she climbs up to 
hug her dad) 
Charlie said you were going to leave us 
here to rot. 


OLIVER 
I was but I changed my mind. 


Off they go. 
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EXT. PALACE THEATER - OAY 8 


A Broadway theater is in the process of being plastered with 
signage announcing the upcoming opening of a new musical, "TWO 
CITIES". Where it says "Starring Tommy Tune", the name of the 
show's star is being covered up with the words, "to be 
announced". Oliver's carriage moves by at a healthy clip. 


EXT. ALLEY - DAY 9 


Other posters, new and old, "Phantom", "Victor, Victoria", 
Sunset Blvd.", "Cats", Les Miz", "Miss Saigon". At an alcove 
marked "stage entrance" waits a pert young woman, JERI SULLIVAN, 
Oliver's agent, looks harried. Oliver's coach arrives ina 
cloud of street dust, Jeri shoos away a delivery truck so Oliver 
can park. 


JERI 
You brought the kids? 
wg (with a smile) 
: Hi, Charlie, Anabel. 
ANABEL 
Can't we watch you audition? 


. OLIVER 
(heading for the stage 
door) 
Nope. It makes me too nervous. You guys 
watch Duchess. 


JERI 
(sweeping him inside) 
You know, you're unbelievably late. 


OLIVER 
(looking at his watch) 
Six minutes is unbelievably late? 


JERI 
For an audition with Lord Richard it is. 


INT. THEATRE - IN THE ORCHESTRA SEATS . ~~ 10 


An army of sycophants swirl around the needy presence of the 
show's power-driven creative behemoth, LORD RICHARD SHAW. 


LORD RICHARD 

(quietly despairing) 
My God, my God, why hath thou forsaken 
me? My leading man drops out of my show 
two weeks before previews, my 
hemorrhoids are killing me, and instead 
of the Earl Grey tea I requested, I'm 
drinking a tepid cup of delicatessen 
piss. 
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Lord Richard dismissively hands it to an assistant, whose nand 
shudders so badly, the china CLATTERS. 


STAGE ll 


A guillotine and a piano dominate the stage set, along with a 
bucket for catching the fallen head. A prop man positions a 
dummy with a cabbage attached to the dummy's neck instead of a 
head, then signals up to the catwalk. On cue, the blade SLIDES 
DOWN. The e@ager~-to-please prop man awaits his master's verdict. 


LORD RICHARD 

No! It's no good! Where's the magic? 

Where's the lyricism? The head 

shouldn't just go splat. This is the 

show's signature moment. It's my 

‘helicopter. It's my chandelier. I want 

poetry, I want pain. I want an 

. execution worth 75 bucks a ticket. 

The poor prop guy, completely at a loss, nods. Manny, the stage 
manager, ¢lip board in hand, moves from the stage to Lord 
Richard's area, holding some 8x10 photos. 


LORD RICHARD 
Get it right before I demonstrate how 
heads should roll, real ones, starting 
with yours. 
(to Manny) 
Where's Tony Sable? 


MANNY 
He'll be here any minute. We have to 
see this Oliver Greening first. 
(handing him an 8x10) 


LORD RICHARD 
Why? Who's he? 


MANNY 
He's nobody. But the threat of several 
other actors gives us bargaining 
leverage with Sable's agent. 


LORD RICHARD 
I hate the theatre when it drifts away 
from pure art. 


Emerging from the wings, Oliver, still in his carriage clothes, 
takes his place in the spotlight. Lord Richard looks at 
Oliver's 8" x 10" glossy. 


LORD RICHARD 
Why, Mr. Greening, you came in costume.. 


OLIVER 
Well, actually, it was a kind of lucky 
accident. 
5 
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LORD RICHARD 
Not that ducky... 


EXT. ‘THEATRE, = DAY 12 


A limo double parks beside Oliver's coach. Charlie and Anabel 
watch an entourage emerge --- AGENT, MANAGER, ACTOR. The actor, 
full of flamboyance, is TONY SABLE, a legend in his own mind. 


SABLE 
A performer of my stature having to 
audition, it's insulting. 


AGENT 
Tony, if it was anyone other than Lord 
Richard I'd never allow it. Besides, 
there are only a few candidates. 


SABLE 
= Who's scheduled ahead of me? 


’ AGENT 
Oliver Greening. 


Sable snorts "no problem" as he struts toward the stage 
entrance. Charlie, still holding his basketball, sees his 
chance to get into the theater and catch the action. 


CHARLIE 
(to the limo driver) 
You can park here as long as you watch 
my horse. 


ANABEL 
But daddy said... 


CHARLIE 
(opening the stage door) 
Dad said "watch Duchess", and she's 
, being watched. 


BACKSTAGE---- JERI 13 


tense, watching from the wings. Oliver talks to Lord Richard as 
a new teacup is handed him by a timid minion. 


LORD RICHARD 
You haven't mentioned what you... 
(between SLURPS of tea) 
...feel about my score. 


OLIVER 
(cautious) 


It's... it's quite possibly the best 
work you've ever produced. 


” 
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. LORD RICHARD 
Without a doubt. Lovely and haunting, 
intimate yet operatic, and presently 
without a star. 
(to Oliver) 


Begin. 
A distracting NOISE fills the void, a faint, intermittent soft 
REPETITIVE THUMPING. Everyone turns to the balcony. 
LORD RICHARD 
What the devil's going on up there? 
IN THE BALCONY -~ CHARLIE 14 
quietly dribble-driving his basketball down a carpeted aisle. 
MAIN FLOOR LS 
- LORD RICHARD 
se (to Oliver) 
+ Quiet!!! 
Charlie stops, ducks. Oliver's jaw tightens. The pianist 
begins. Finally Oliver starts to SING ("Best of Times, Worst of 
Times.") 
BALCONY 16 
Charlie leans forward, whispering close to Anabel's ear. 
om 
CHARLIE 
Hey, Anabel, guess what. 
ANABEL 
Shuuush. Dad's singing. 
| CHARLIE 
(sing song) 
I know something you don't know. 
(Anabel reacts) 
If he doesn't get the part, which he 
won't, we're moving to North Platte. To 
live with Uncle Carl. 
(off her look) 
North Platte. It's a city in Nebraska. 
ANABEL 
You're lying. 
CHARLIE 
I heard Dad on the phone. Uncle Carl 
offered him a job at his rendering plant. 
ANABEL 
What's that? 
a, 
° 7 
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CHARLIE 
It's a place where they take all the 
-parts of a dead animal that nobody 
wants, melt then down in a big pot, then 
ee make stuff like glue and guitar picks. 


Anabel grimaces. Nebraska is a disturbing revelation. 
OLIVER--- 17 
is interrupted precisely at the sixteenth bar. 


: LORD RICHARD 

Fine, fine. No real challenge there. 
Let me hear the big one. Act 2, scene 
12. Off to the gallows. No regrets, no 
turning back. No Pain killers. 
(he laughs, looks 

around at his 

entourage, and they 

laugh) 
' Skip the intro. Give me first verse, 

first chorus. 


- 


STAGE 4 18 


The song is A Far, Far, Better Thing from Lord Richard's Two 
Cities, adapted from Dickens' A TALE OF TWO CITIES. 


Oliver takes charge, gives it his all. Manny stops chewing his 
on gum. Anabel and Charlie, Jeri, the dancers, the carpenters, the 
prop man, everyone's eyes are on him. Lord Richard stops 
sipping his tea. Oliver is magical, riveting. Tony Sable looks 

to his people, perturbed, anxious. 


With the blade of the guillotine looming over Oliver's head, the 
song ends. SILENCE. Slow to break from character, Oliver 
finally looks up. He looks wrung out. 


From somewhere in the theater, FAINT APPLAUSE breaks the moment. 
All heads turn to the balcony. It's Anabel. She CLAPS 
spontaneously until Charlie stops her. Everyone awaits Lord 
Richard's reaction. 


Lord Richard glances at Sable's agent and manager in the wings. 
Then he speaks to Oliver. 


LORD RICHARD 
You were confusingly good. 


OLIVER 
Excuse me? 
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MANNY 
(interrupting) 
You're excused. 
(whispering to Lord 
hs Richard) 
Sable's here. 


LORD RICHARD 
Perhaps we should consider this Greening 


fellow. 

SABLE 
No, no, you promised your backer's a 
name. 


{to Oliver) 
Okay we'll call you. 


Oliver remains on stage. That's it? It's over? The silence 
says “good-bye, Oliver." Tony's about to take the stage as 
Oliver passes. . 


: SABLE 
Hey, Oliver Greening. 
OLIVER 
Hi, Tony. 
SABLE 


Nice try. It's amazing how far you can 
take the untrained voice. 


OLIVER 
--And the untamed ego. 


‘Oliver's comment sails over Sable's head. 


SABLE 
Oliver, you auditioned in costume. Nice 
touch. It lets them know how eager you 
are to get the part. 


Sable glides past Oliver toward center stage, pauses. As Sable 
eases into the spotlight, Oliver's "smile" fades. Jeri gives 
him a “buck up™ look of support. 


EXT. DINER - DAY , 19 


In a window table of a mid-town diner, Oliver, Charlie and 
Anabel eat dinner. Anabel's big, somber eyes are on her father. 


OLIVER 
Y'know, Nebraska's... real nice. And 
safe. Virtually zero crime. 


ANABEL 
I don't mind a little crime. 


(a new thought) 
I bet they don't have ballet in Nebraska. 
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CHARLIE 
That's the good news. 


ANABEL 
Rrobably don't have much theatre. 


; OLIVER 
Hey, I'm cool with that. Just now, 
today, that was it, the last miserable 
audition. If it happens, fine. If not, 
I can walk away and say I gave it my 
best shot. Eventually, a person's gotta 
face reality. Right? 


ANABEL'S POV--- A HOMELESS WOMAN 20 


huddled alone, beneath the diner's awning, wearing a threadbare 
coat, holding an old, slightly crooked umbrella. Anabel sees 
the woman look inside. It appears at first the woman is looking 
at her, But Anabel soon realizes she's merely checking out her 
own reflection, trying to tidy up her hair. 


OLIVER 
So long as we're all together, right? I° 
just... at this point, I want us to have 
some stability. 
(off ner look) 
You understand what stability is? 


ANABEL 
No. But if I have to live with Uncle 
Carl to get it, I don't want it. 


Anabel's attention veers back to the window. 
ANABEL'S POV--- THROUGH THE WINDOW 21 


another woman, fit, stylishly coiffed, wearing white gloves, 
Chanel dress, and carrying a distinctive gold-handled walking 
stick, approaches the homeless woman. They greet one another 
fondly, like a pair of lifelong pals. Anabel observes as they 
walk away together, heading uptown. 


EXT. OLIVER'S APARTMENT - DUSK 22 


An aging, slightly run-down walk-up on a side-street in eastside 
Midtown Manhattan. 


INT. OLIVER'S APARTMENT - DUSK 23 


Oliver's on the kitchen phone. The kids enter mid-speech to 
listen. 


OLIVER 
Uh-huh... yeah, sure... the kids? I 
told them... Happy? Are you kidding? 
They love the idea of moving. 

(more) 


26 
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OLIVER (cont'd) 
(to the kids) 
...Charlie's gonna put you to bed. 
(off Charlie's look) 
-Aren't you Charlie? ES 


o CHARLIE 
Do I have a choice? 
OLIVER 
No. 
INT. ANABEL'S BEDROOM - LATER 24 


Close on Anabel's copy of Cinderella. An illustration shows a 
classic wand-waving, rosy-cheeked fairy godmother, proud as she 
sees the prince kneels at Cinderella's feet. (In the 
background, Oliver is still on the phone saying something like 
"Uncle Carl, what's that terrible noise? Oh, really, they 
squeal like that? No. No. It doesn't bother me."™) 


; CHARLIE 
(lightning fast) 
"And so, with the help of her fairy 
godmother, Cinderella and the prince 
returned to the palace, where they lived 
unhappily ever after. The End." 


_ ANABEL 
It's supposed to be "happily". 


Charlie appears suddenly nauseous, puts his head into the open 
book and mimes throwing up. He closes the book and hands it 
back. - 


ANABEL 
Stop it. 


CHARLIE 
. Go to sleep. 


As Charlie closes the windows and pulls down the shades, Anabel 
thumbs through Cinderella. 


ANABEL'S POV--- CINDERELLA oo 


scrubbing the floor, in her first encounter with the Fairy 
Godmother. The fairy godmother has a distinctive look--- a 
black coat, big-buckled boots, flowing hair, knowing smile. 
Anabel notes the object in the fairy godmother's hand: a 
Slender, elaborately carved baton. It's her MAGIC WAND. 


ANABEL 

Charlie? 

(off his look) 

Do they have a lot of theaters in 
Nebraska? 


il 
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CHARLIE 
I don't think they have a lot of 
anything in Nebraska... except maybe 
Nebraskans. 


Charlie clicks off the light. 


ANABEL 
Charlie? Do you believe in fairy 
godmothers? 


CHARLIE 
Hate to break it to you Anabel, but 
there's no fairy godmothers, there's no 
tooth fairy, there's no angels, no genie 
in the bottle, no wonderful Wizard of 
Oz... It's all a big bunch of bull. 


Suddenly, Charlie feints left to dodge a projectile--- Anabel's 
copy of €inderella hits the wall. 


; ANABEL 
You're wrong. And I can prove it! 


CHARLIE 
Yeah? Go ahead. 


Anabel reaches for a hand-decorated box on her night table. 
It's where she keeps all her most precious stuff. 


ANABEL 
If there's no tooth fairy... 
(digging into the box) 
..then explain this! 


Anabel pulls out a few crumpled dollar bills. Charlie gives up, 
then BELCHES loudly. 


ANABEL 
You think you know everything, but you 
don't. 
CHARLIE ‘ 


I know this much. There are no fairy 
godmothers in Manhattan. 


ANABEL 
How would you know? 


ANABEL 
{to herself) 
There are too angels. Dad told me there 
were. 


Charlie leaves. Anabel feels her loose tooth. About to tuck 
an her tooth fairy money back in the box, she pauses. Among her 
= assorted treasures are some distinctive ribbons. She pulls them 
out, and beneath them, finds a photograph. 


» 


12 
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ANASEL'S POV --- HER MOM , 2 


WH 


like a princess in a white gown. 
ae EXT. NEW YORK CITY - MAGIC HOUR 27 


Workers streaming out of office buildings, headed for the 
subways. The side streets begin to thin out. The odd pair from 
the diner, the Homeless Woman and the Society Matron, continue 
walking uptown together. 


A Mozart VIOLIN CONCERTO can be heard as they come to 57th 
street. : 


NEAR CARNEGIE HALL --- A SERIOUS, BESPECTACLED WOMAN 28 


performs on her violin with stirring artistry. While most 
passersby never break stride, the HOMELESS WOMAN and the SOCIETY 
MATRON stop. They listen, enjoying it as the violinist, in firm 
command Of her bow, brings the music to a rousing finish. 
Packing up ‘her violin, the VIOLINIST clutches her bow and joins 
up with the other two. As they start walking, the VIOLINIST 
shakes out her bow. As we look closer we see it has no strings 
and is in fact a finely tooled wand. 


PARK AVENUE--- THE SEAGRAM'S BUILDING 29 


a CHERUBIC-LOOKING WOMAN is near the fountain, feeding the 
pigeons. Looking to the big clock at the bank across the 
street, she dumps out the rest of the bread crumbs, starts 

sae walking away. As the birds scatter, we come to notice she's 
carrying some sort of stick in her hand. 


WALL STREET-~- ANOTHER WOMAN 30 
looks like a successful EXECUTIVE, toting an attache case and a 


gym bag. At a bench, she takes off her shoes, rubs her sore 
feet, then pulls a pair of Nikes from the gym bag. Puts them 


on. From inside the attache, she pulls out a case--- looks like 
something Fast Eddie would bring to a pool hall, a cue case. 
But inside... a different kind of stick. 


Throughout the city, they appear. 

from the shadows... 

.. from desolate side streets... 
...from steamy subway gratings... 
They are all converging on: 
EXT. CHANCELLORY ROW - NIGHT . : cal 
A cluster of neatly tended and austere-looking greystones. 
— Here, mature women of all races, every size and shape, are all 


coming. Each one carries a WAND, each wand reflecting the kind 
ef diversity we saw in the opening sequence. 


* 
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En an atmospnere Of discreet caution, they all funne 
doorway, an entrance to a small building mid-street. 


An event is about to get under way, something akin to a 
convention or corporate retreat. One constant unites them all: 


They are FAIRY GODMOTHERS, every last one. 
INT. CHANCELLORY/FOYER - NIGHT 32 


Entering into a richly-appointed entryway, each arriving fairy 
godmother must pass by a desk manned by a clerk, RENA, who 
snacks compulsively, munching even as she works. 


RENA 
Check your sticks, girls. Be sure and 
sign in. Elevator's that way. 


As the "sticks" are collected in a large chest, we see that each 
one is unique, some long, some short, some old-fashioned and 
elaborately carved, others simple and rather high-tech. Each is 
a MAGIC WAND. 


Greeting the fairy godmothers is HORTENSE, an older woman whose 
regal presence instantly exudes a certain grace and power. She 
hands Rena her own special wand. 


' HORTENSE 
All the districts accounted for? 


RENA 
All but one. 
(showing the roster) 
I think we should wait. 


HORTENSE 
No. No. We only do these events once a 
year. It's time to start. Come along 
girls. 


Hortense leads some of the fairy godmothers into a hallway where 
there is a bookcase which is actually a small false door. The 
door slides back to REVEAL an unexpectedly spacious elevator. 
They all enter and the elevator takes them down. 


CONTINUOUS 33 


p.-e./SFAIRY GODMOTHER 1 
Why do we have to check our wands? I 
feel naked without mine. 


HORTENSE 
It's like the old west, sweetheart. In 
Dodge City, all the cowpokes had to 
check their guns when they moseyed into 
at way, no one got plugged. 


” 


14° 
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TAIRY GODMOTHER 2 
Yes, indeed. Before that rule, we used 
to have real problems at these retreats. 
Flying hexes, wand Swapping. 


When the doors open, they emerge into--- 
AN IMPOSSIBLY VAST "GROTTO" 34 


(VFX 34/01 - Matte) A subterranean world which doesn't feel 
underground in the least. With a sky that is bluer than blue, 
grass greener than green, one senses having arrived into a 
fantastic place, a sprawling, dazzling park, a la the Tivoli 
Gardens. Party time. 


INT. CHANCELLORY/AT FRONT DOOR - NIGHT 30 
Rena is answering a banging at the door. 
RENA'S P®V--- CLAUDIA AND BOOTS (TRANSLIGHT BG) 36 


Claudia'sia tall, slender woman with long, blonde hair, draped 
in black Dior, face partially obscured by a black scarf, anda 
pair of dark sunglasses. Behind her is BOOTS. 


Claudia storms past Rena who reacts with anxiety. Through this, 
Boots is locking the door. 


RENA 
Claudia? You know you can't be in here. 


CLAUDIA 
But Rena, darling, how can you say I 
can't be in when I already am? It's not 
logical. 


BOOTS 
(almost panting) 
Right. Right. Right. 


CLAUDIA 
By the way, this is my faithful 
companion Boots. 


Boots shivers with delight. 


BOOTS 
Right. Right. Right. 


RENA 
There's a rumor going around that, since 
you left us, you're into... 
(whispering, confiding) 
...the dark stuff. 


15 
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CLAUDIA 
A witch? Moi? Oh, you can't be serious! 
(striking a sweet pose) 
Do I look like a witch? 


Rena sits back at her desk and picks up the intercom. 


RENA 
You have to go. If Hortense sees you 
here... I... I could lose my own wand. 
CLAUDIA 


No one understands the pain of that loss 
better than I. 


Boots gives a sympathetic whine. 


CLAUDIA 
SO, LLL gous 
* (then, after Rena puts. 
i down the intercom) 
1 Oh, but before I do... I remembered what 


a healthy appetite you had, so I picked 
a little treat for you from my garden. 


Claudia opens her stylish purse and her delicate fingers emerge 
with an irresistible-looking apple. The apple instantly 
conjures the indelible image form Snow White. 


RENA 
That's the reddest apple I've ever seen. 


CLAUDIA 
Tastes even better than it looks. 


Rena looks around guiltily, takes it. Claudia watches her CHOMP 
Bo a oi 
CLAUDIA 


, Yummy isn't it? Now, is that the apple 
of a witch? 


Rena's head CRASHES to the desk-top. 


CLAUDIA 
(gleefully) 
You bet it is. 
{to Boots) 
Now, let's find those wands. 


INT. GROTTO (CONTINUOUS) a7 


A party's going on. Punch, dancing, gossiping. Hortense moves to 
a microphone. 


” 16 
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HORTENSE 
Before we open the bar and kick off our 
little annual shindig, allow me to take 
this opportunity to welcome all of--- 
(then, off mike to an 
assistant) 
Hmmm. District 17? Still not here? 


Hortense shakes her head in dismay. 


HORTENSE 
Hope I didn't make a mistake. 


EXT. OLIVER'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 38 
Desolate streets. Dead of night. 

INT. OLIVER'S LIVING ROOM 39 
He's trying to finish the morning paper's sports section. 

INT. ANABEL'S ROOM 40 


Anabel dreaming, eyes fluttering beneath her eyelids. A shadow 
moves across her face. Anabel's eyes come open. 


ANABEL'S POV--- A SHADOW ON THE WALL 41 


the outline of a long, slender stick in the hands of a human 
figure. Anabel turns. -. 


ANABEL'S POV--- SOMEONE 42 
looking down at her, face concealed in the darkness. 


ANABEL 
Dad? 


The shadow is reminiscent of the book's fairy godmother holding 
the wand. Anabel smiles, turns on the nighttable lamp. Her 
look changes to puzzlement as she sees: 


ANABEL'S POV--~ A FAIRY GODMOTHER : 43 


not some sweet~looking little old lady. It's aman, an 
energetic, eager presence named MURRAY. He stops chewing his 
gum, puts down his wand and takes out a little pocket spiral 
notebook, looks through it. 


MURRAY 
This is apartment 3B, right? 
(Anabel nods) 
Okay... so far so good. 


Murray feels his temples, looking stressed. 


1? 
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MURRAY 
I'd've made it here a lot sooner but 
I... went to the wrong apartment. 4B 
instead of 3B. It's a common mistake in 
my profession. Well, not that common but 
ae it happens...Sometimes... Not very 
often -~rarely. 


Anabel sits up, more confused than afraid. 


ANABEL 
Are you my fairy godmother? 


MURRAY 
Sure, Anabel. Can't you tell? 


He strikes a pose with his wand. 


MURRAY 
2 wae Dat 
: ANABEL 
But... you don't look a whole lot like 
the fairy godmother in Cinderella. 


MURRAY 
Alright. It's the fact that I'm a guy, 
right? You think a guy is incapable of 
granting a wish? 


ANABEL 
; Well, no but... 


MURRAY 
Admit it. You were expecting a sweet, 
old lady with silver hair, rosy cheeks 
and a contract at Disney, weren't .you? 


ANABEL 
Pretty much. Yeah. 


MURRAY 
Boy, all these Cinderella fans...what's 
a person's gender got to do with 
anything? Shouldn't the only relevant 
question be, is this person qualified to 
do the job? 


Anabel thinks about it, then nods agreement. 


ANABEL 
Are you? 


MURRAY 
Well... 
(then feigning a laugh) 
gre SS Did I tell you when I showed up in 4B I 
; woke up this fat lady who.. 
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ANABEL 
i-don"t care af yvou"re 4 -9uys. 1 don't 
care if you're from another planet. If 
you can really grant me a wish... 


ae Murray's defensive pose evaporates as he recognizes Anabel's 
utter sincerity and innocence. 

MURRAY 
I didn't mean to go off on you like that 
but... 26S ot yous Tt 's-peer 
pressure.... 

ANABEL 
What's your name? 

MORRAY 
You mean I didn't... 

(angry with himself) 
= That's the first thing a fairy 
‘godmother's supposed to do.. I always 
t forget. 

Sub-paragraph 8 of the council code, 
"upon arrival, immediately make your 
name known." I'm sorry, kid. Now about 
your wish... 

ANABEL 
But you still didn't tell me your name. 

a. MURRAY 
No! Murray. My name is Murray. 
They shake and smile. 

ANABEL 
I'm gonna go get my dad. 

MURRAY 
Wait! I'd love to meet the folks, but... 
not very many adults will even admit to 
believing in fairy godmothers. And when 
they have one of the male persuasion... 
Well, I tend to get punched out a lot. 

ANABEL 
So your coming here means... you'll help 
with my wish? 

MURRAY 
Huh? Uh, yeah... Your wish... 

(stalling, anxious) 

Boy, I could really use something to 
drink. 


pee ANABEL 
wean Milk and cookies? 
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MURRAY 
What do I look like? Santa? No. No 
milk, but boy, what I wouldn't give 
right now for a nice hot espresso. Any 
way you can do that? 

(off Anabel's iffy look) 

No. Or...whatever, so long as it's 
caffeinated. 


ANABEL 
Can't you just... wave your wand and 
make yourself coffee whenever you want? 


Murray looks at Anabel, piqued, slightly defensive. 


MURRAY 
No way. Numero uno rule of being a 
fairy godmother? Never, ever, use your 
" wand to grant wishes for yourself. 


ANABEL 
Not even a cup of coffee? 


MURRAY 
Not even one. It's considered a major 
violation. You do it even once, and 
that's it. You're out for good. They 
take away your wand and, sh- boom--- 
it's all over. 


a ANABEL 
What's that mean? Sh-boom? 


MURRAY 
It's my spell word. Say the word... 
wave the wand. It's like having a pin 
number for an ATM--- every fairy 
godmother chooses.their own personal 
spell word--- and, just like the wands, 
no two are exactly alike. 


Anabel examines it closely. Murray looks around, sizes up the 
Situation. He looks over to Charlie's half of the room. 


MURRAY 
Who's the joker in the jammies? 


ANABEL 
That's my brother Charlie. 
(off Murray's look) 
He thinks fairy godmothers don't exist. 


MURRAY 
I know his type. Maybe he’d reconsider 
if we turn him into a frog. 
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ANABEL 
(excited, devilish) 
You could do that? 


e MURRAY 

What? Yes. A lot of fairy godmothers 
these days, they tend to specialize. 

Me? I do a pretty broad range of spells 
but, back in training, 'frogs' was my 
Signature spell. Frogs, and rain... 


ANABEL 
(holds out the wand) 
Do it. 
MURRAY 
Turn Charlie into a frog? 
ANABEL 
= Yeah. 
i MURRAY 


A nice, clean, simple wish. Easy. 
That's what old Murray likes. Your 
wish. Fully guaranteed -- whatever it 
takes to accomplish it... done? 


Murray flexes his fingers, stretches his arms, warming up ina 
very Art Carney/Ed Norton kind of way. 


MURRAY 
We'll wrap this up quick, You can go 
back to bed. Master Charles here can go 
hoppin' off to the nearest swamp. And 
yours truly'll head down to Starbucks 
and get a nice double macchiato with 
foam. 


ANABEL 
. How many wishes do I get? 


MURRAY 
Because of the high demand, it's 
strictly one to a customer. 
(after a beat) 
And no making a wish for additional 
wishes. They plugged up that little 
loophole a long time ago. 


Murray begins to conjure the spell. 


MURRAY 
Here goes. Shhhhh-bboooo---- 


” 
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ANABEL 
(grabbing at the wand) 
Wait. No! Don't! I got a much better 
wish. One that's much more important. 
ae -It's for my Dad. 


Amid the clutter on Anabel's dresser, Murray sees a calendar on 
the wall, with each passing day x'ed out. Murray reacts with 
alarm, grabs the calendar, inadvertently causing all the stuffed 
animals to topple. 


MURRAY 
What day is this? 

ANABEL 
Wednesday. 

MURRAY 


Oh no! I gotta go. 


Ls 


Anabel reacts, confused and upset. 
MURRAY 
You'll have to take a rain check. 


ANABEL 
Okay. But what's a rain check? 


MURRAY 

(his mind on everything 

at once) 
When a baseball game is rained out you 
get a new game... Damn. Right now, 
every fairy godmother in the city's 
uptown, except for me... I can imagine 
what they're saying. "We should've never 
‘let a man in." 


ANABEL 
But my wish can't wait... it's... 


Then, there's a SOUND. They both react. It's footsteps coming 
from down the HALL. . 


MURRAY 
Shuuush. Make like you're sleepin’. 


Murray steps back against the wall, keeping to the shadows. 
Anabel lies back; feigning sleep. 


OLIVER 44 


checks on Charlie. The boy is fast asleep. Oliver covers him 
up. Then Oliver looks in on Anabel. She's all curled up, fast 
"asleep". 


* 
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MURRAY 45 


silently watching. Oliver comes up close, runs a hand across 
Anabel's long hair. Murray's eyes shift back to the calendar, 
cursing himself for having forgotten. 


CLOSE ON ANABEL 46 


sensing Oliver's exit, opens her eyes. She sits up, looks to 
the corner by the door. Murray's not there. Anabel looks 
around. In the closet, under the bed, out the window. Murray's 
gone. Then Anabel realizes what's in her hand. Murray's magic 
wand. 


INT. CHANCELLORY STUDY ~ NIGHT 47 


The chest full of wands has been found in the study and is being 
carried, with Claudia on one end and Boots on the other. Boots 
Strains. Claudia detects a guilty, squirming look. 


*, 


' CLAUDIA 
* What's with you? 
BOOTS 
I... I think I need to pee. 
CLAUDIA 


What? You were just outside? 


BOOTS 
I lose it when I'm nervous. 


CLAUDIA 
You're a big help. 


INT. ELEVATOR 48 


Hortense is ascending to the ground level, looking concerned. 
She exits, leaving the door open. 


INT. HORTENSE'S FOYER 49 
Hortense enters, looks around. First she sees Rena, apparently 
asleep at her desk and then she sees the apple on the desk, with 
a bite taken out of it. Quietly she looks into her study. 

HER POV--- CLAUDIA AND BOOTS 39 


trying to angle the large chest. Suddenly Boots' grip falters. 
It falls with a crash. 


OMITTED St 
WANDS 52 


scatter onto the floor. Claudia is irate. 


” 
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HORTENSE 
Claudia? What are you doing in here? 


CLAUDIA 
I'm taking back what belonged to me. 
With interest. 


HORTENSE 
I took your wand away because you were 
using it for your own selfish ends. 
That's not what fairy godmothers are all 
about. 


CLAUDIA 
Mostly, you're all about seventy. And 
you know what? Without your sticks, what 
have you got? A lot of hot flashes. 


Hortense sees her own wand among the hundreds scattered about. 
° CLAUDIA 
Y Ah! Ah! Don't even think about it. 


"Hortense lunges for her own wand but before she gets to it, 
Claudia raises her hand. Her fingers extend to cast a spell on 
Hortense. A DAZZLING DARK COILING DERVISH issues forth, 
encasing Hortense. (VFX 52/01) HORTENSE'S BODY IS REVEALED to 
be in the process of stiffening and flattening out. (VEX 52/02) 
Her hand flattens, (VFX 52/03) then her head (VFX 52/04). 


CLAUDIA 
As a person, I always found her a tad 
one-dimensional. 


- Before our very eyes, Hortense finishes flattening and becomes 
a living cardboard cut-out. (VFX 52/05) 


HORTENSE 
(muffled) 
You're making a big mistake. 


CLAUDIA 
Eh? What's that? Speak up! : 
Claudia does another hand movement and extends her fingers 
towards Hortense. (VFX 52/06) Instantly bricks fly into the 
Space between Hortense's lips and form A MINIATURE RED BRICK 
WALL (VFX 52/07), making any further appeals impossible. 


CLAUDIA 
That'll shut you up for... 
(checking her watch) 

a good 24 hours ought to do it. 
While your world's gone flat, my world's 
about to expand in a big way. 

(more) 
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CLAUDIA (conr'd) 
And, once I'm through with these wands, 
you and your entire platoon of over-the- 
hill Cabbage Patch Kids will be out on 
the street, scratching your heads, 
wondering where all the magic went. 


THE ELEVATOR--~ eye) 


Claudia approaches the controls. She simultaneously presses the 
up and down buttons with her magical witch fingers. Suddenly, 
sparks fly, and the whole thing appears to short circuit. 


CLAUDIA 
(apropos the grotto 
group but to herself) 
Party on, ladies. 


INT. OLIVER'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 54 


Oliver still reading the paper. He senses a presence. At the 
darkened hallway, Oliver sees sleepy-eyed Anabel, clutching 
Murray's wand at her side. 


OLIVER 
Thought you were asleep. 


ANABEL 
My fairy godmother came to see me 
tonight. . 


OLIVER 
Don't say? And... was she nice? 


ANABEL 
Uh-huh. But... it wasn't a she, it was 
a guy named Murray 


She climbs into her father's arms. 


ANABEL 
(shows wand) 
He left this. I'm not sure how it works. 


OLIVER 
His magic wand, huh? 


ANABEL 
Yeah, magic. But he had to go away 
before I could even tell him my wish. 


OLIVER 
Maybe if you go to sleep this Murray 
will come back with some instructions. 
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ANASEL 
Nice try, Dad, but I'm not a bit sleepy. 
(waving wand) 
Shhh-booom! 
— = {touching him with 
Ee) 
There. I put a spell on you. 
(off Oliver's look) 
To help you get the part. 


OLIVER 
Come, love. It's late. Off to bed. 


Oliver scoops her up, carries her to bed. 
HALLWAY 


ANABEL 
Dad? Remember you said how Mommy went 
> to heaven? How she's an angel now? 
; (Oliver nods) 
‘ Were you making that up? 
BEDROOM 
Charlie pretends to be asleep as his Dad and sister enter. 


OLIVER 
No. Why would you ask that? 


a. ANABEL 
Charlie said it was bull... I mean, that 
it isn't true. 


OLIVER 
I believe she's in heaven but... I also 
think there's a part of her that will 
always be here. 


ANABEL 
Where? 

OLIVER 
When I look at you. When I look at 
Charlie... I see her. I see her 


strength, her faith. That way she had 
of looking the world in the eye, never 
afraid of anything. I see her love... 


ANABEL 
Did she ever give up? 


Oliver gestures no, but has to restrain himself from being 
overcome by his feelings. He sees Anabel's ribbon on the 
dresser. 


ANABEL 
Dad? Will you do my hair? 
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OLIVER 


In the morning. 
He gives Anabel a gentle kiss. 
EXT. CHANCELLORY ROW - NIGHT 55 


Murray tries the door, he can’t reach the handle which is 
covered by a shield and a double grilled gate. One light is on 
but no response as Murray KNOCKS repeatedly. 


Frustrated, he attempts squeezing himself into the space between 
the double grilled gate. He can't do it facing the window. He 
turns around and slides in backwards. Getting halfway, he 
Stretches up to open the door and gets stuck. his nose, elbows 
and knees stick out between the bars. He struggles and wriggles 
like a bug, but can't get free. A COP approaches. Murray 
freezes. 


The cop Stops to tie his shoe, then unwrap a piece of gum. 
Meanwhile, a mosquito has landed on Murray's nose. He tries to 
stifle his reaction, but finally, it's too much and lets out a 
loud SNEEZE. The cop jumps up in fright and turns to see Murray. 


COP 
What the hell are you? 


MURRAY 
(forced to talk nasally) 
I can explain. 


COP 
I doubt it, but take a shot. 


MURRAY 
I have to go to a meeting in there. 


COP 
And you figured backing through a window 
was as good as walking through the door? 


MURRAY 
You see that plaque? : 


Murray points to a small engraved brass plate near the door. It 
reads: NAFGA, a not-for-profit organization. 


MURRAY 
NAFGA. I'm a member. 
COP 
(straining) 
NAFGA? What kind of pervert group is 
this? 
° 29 
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MURRAY 
It's the North American... FFFf... Now 
don't get crazy. North American Fairy 
Godmothers Association. 


COP 
And you are, undoubtedly, a fairy 
godmother. 

MURRAY 


I am proud to say "yes." 


COP 
All right. If you're a fairy godmother, 
where's your wand? 


MURRAY 
It's right -- 


He does his best to search himself and realizes he doesn't have 
Lt. « 
MURRAY 
Oh, I'm in trouble. 


COP 
You are in trouble. I could arrest you 
for a lot of things. A lot of things 
that would take a lot of paperwork. And 
a lot of time. And, I'll have to 
testify somewhere. Most likely on my 
day off. And, you know what? The way 
the system works, you probably wouldn't 
spend even one night behind bars... but 
now you will. 


The cop smiles, taps his stick on the bars of the window and 
takes off. : 


MURRAY 
(with his nose still 
pinched by the bars) 
Wait, wait! Come back! 


INT. OLIVER'S LIVING ROOM - MORNING 36 


Anabel holds the wand in her hand, as Oliver finishes tying the 
ribbons on Anabel's hair. 


ANABEL 
Owww. Not so tight. 


OLIVER ; 
Bear with me, kiddo. When it comes to 
stuff like this, I'll always be a klutz. 
(calling) 
Charlie, we're ready to go? 


” 
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TNT. APARTMENT DCOR - CONTINUOUS 
As they are leaving, Charlie notices Anabei's wand. 


t CHARLIE 
What's that? 


ANABEL 
(warning) 
You better be nice to me. 
INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY/STAIRWAY 


Jeri is heading up to meet them as they come out. 


JERI 
Good, you're still here! 


Anabel & Charlie observe as Jeri gives Oliver an affectionate 


squeeze. * Oliver looks expectant. 
i JERI 
I was gonna call, but then, I wanted to 
break it to you in person. 


Oliver braces for the worst. Anabel, too. 


OLIVER 
I know. I didn't get the part. 
JERI 
Not yet... but they want to hear you 


again. Tonight! 9:30. You're this close 
to getting it! 


Oliver comes alive. He high-fives Anabel, then Charlie, 
hugs Jeri. Anabel looks at the wand again, smiling. 


ANABEL 
Wow. Maybe it's working. 

CHARLIE 
What's working? 

ANABEL 

(thinking twice) 

Nothing. 

OLIVER 
Why don't you kids run down and grab her 
a cab? 


INT. LOWER STAIRS ~- CONTINUOUS 


then 


The kids heading out. Oliver and Jeri are still upstairs. 
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ANABEL 
I'm sure they sent us ahead just so they 
could kiss and make out. 


7 CHARLIE 
Duhh. 


EXT. APARTMENT/STREET 6 


Anabel and Charlie are outside. Charlie waves for a taxi and 
then tries to grab the wand. 


Anabel pulls back with her wand looking quite untrusting. 


CHARLIE 
Worried I won't give it back? 


ANABEL 
Okay, but... be careful. 


CHARLIE 
+ Stupid piece of junk. 


ANABEL 
No, it's not. It's a magic wand. 


Charlie LAUGHS, mockingly, starts backing up and waving it. In 
the background, Jeri and Oliver have come out of the building 
and sees the taxi Charlie flagged. 


— ANABEL 
Stop that! Give it back! 


CHARLIE 
Come and get it! 


JERI 
I'll see you tonight. 


OLIVER 
You're the only agent I ever kissed. 
(throwing away the next 
line) 
With any enjoyment. 


JERI 
(laughing) 
Don't be anxious. Relax. Nerves of 
steel, that's all it takes. 


OLIVER 
Yeah, yeah. Nerves of steel. I wish. 


ANABEL (0.S.) 
Charlie! Give it back! 
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OLIVER'S POV---- CHARIIE é 


playing keep-away with the wand, waving it, teasingly. Charlie 
backs up, not watching where he's going. 


CHARLIE 

Look at me. I'm makin' magic! 
; ANABEL 
Charlie!! Look out! 


Charlie tumbles down in front of a grocery. He hurtles down a 
ramp of metal rollers, collides with the Korean GROCER, causing 
a domino effect of falling boxes. 


OLIVER'S POV--~ CHARLIE 62 


looking up, still in one piece. The grocer is spewing CURSES in 
Korean, yelling at Charlie and Oliver. Charlie, sore and dazed 
by the fall, steadies himself. Anabel is concerned with just 
one thing,: 


ANABEL 
Where's my wand? 


Anabel's expression sinks. Charlie holds up two halves: the 
wand has snapped in two. Anabel takes the pieces. 


ANABEL 
I hate you! 


Charlie finds no solace in Oliver's stern stare. 


-CHARLIE 
Dad, it's so stupid. It's a piece of 
junk. She thinks it's magic. 


OLIVER 
Charlie, you grew up too fast. Let her 
be a kid a little longer. 


Meanwhile, up ahead, Anabel walks alone, stuffing the two pieces 
of wand in her bookbag. 


EXT. MANSION - DAY 63 


(VFX 63/01 - Matte) Near the base of the Brooklyn Bridge, 
partially obscured by a high fence, sits a once-elegant MANSION. 
Fallen into extreme disrepair, the place has a creepy gothic 
feel. 


INT. MANSION - DAY : 64 


Over the stone fireplace, an Old Masters-style portrait of a 
much younger Claudia, drop-dead gorgeous, with a shy- looking, 
wiry, Slightly skittish little terrier, in her lap. You can 
detect a distinct resemblance to Boots. 
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An the edge of the foyer the chest of wands lies empty next <9 
an armoured statue. Nearby, spilled out across the rug ina 
cluttered parlor are all the "sticks" -- Magic wands. Claudia's 
slender pincer-like fingers pick through them, counting them one 
by one. She looks concerned. Chewing on her knuckles, Boots 
hovers close by, scratching a spot behind her ear. (NOTE: 
Claudia's hair..is now jet-black.) 


CLAUDIA 
Two-fifty six... two-fifty seven... 


Boots' incessant scratching both annoys and distracts Claudia. 
Claudia looks up. Boots stops scratching. 


BOOTS 
(sniffing a little) 
Thought I felt a flea. 


CLAUDIA 
~ ‘Go. Sit. 


~ 


Claudia takes a deep breath, downs the rest of her steaming 
highball. Boots doesn't move. She remains looking at Claudia, 
with unswerving loyalty and affection. 


CLAUDIA 
What now? 

BOOTS 
I really admire you. 

CLAUDIA 
Good. 

BOOTS 


I'm your best friend, right? 


CLAUDIA 
I got that. Now go... sit. 
(to herself) 
Where was I? 


BOOTS 
But one thing I don't get. How come we 
need these wands? I mean, with all your 
power... 


CLAUDIA 

It's not enough to have command of the 
dark magic. To be truly effective and 
monstrously evil, one must also control 
the white magic. Every living soul in 
this city has some desperate wish, some 
secret desire they think will improve 
their miserable little lives. With all 
these goodie-goodie sticks off the 
Street, they'll have to come to me. 


ao 
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BOOTS 
Rignt. Right. Right. 


Claudia resumes counting. Boots noses around the eclectic 
collection of music boxes lining one wall. Boots reaches out 
for one, a glass enclosed globe with a miniature orchestra that 
turn on a Miniature turntable. Boots winds it and a tinny 
version of the DANCE OF THE SUGAR PLUM FAIRIES plays. Boots 
gazes into it, enchanted. 


CLAUDIA 
Boots! Put that down, Two-seventy- 
five, two-seventy-Six... 
, (clenched teeth; a 
singing threat) 
I don't see it! 


While Claudia keeps counting, Boots paces past the armoured 
statue, then stops, seeing her own reflection in a large and 
very unusual mirror which dominates the foyer. 

Boots goes to the mirror, plays with her hair, trying to put it 
up, make it appear more like Claudia's. Then, looking at her 
fingers, Boots imitates Claudia's spell-throwing style, adopting 
Claudia's witch-like ‘vicious, determined' look. 


Boots, disappointed with herself, looks into the parlour and 
sees Claudia. : 


. CLAUDIA 
Two-ninety eight, two-ninety nine... 


Claudia stops, looks up, appearing confused. Boots can see from 
her face that something's up. The MUSIC continues. 


CLAUDIA 
It's not here. We're a wand short. 


Boots reacts in innocent bewilderment. Rage swells visibly on. 
Claudia's face, finally exploding as she flings her glass across 
the room. ‘It causes several of the music boxes to topple, and 
the MUSIC STOPS. 


CLAUDIA . 
And the wand that's missing is my old 
wand! The one I wanted most of all. 


Boots goes over to the empty chest, sniffs around. 


BOOTS 
Nothing in here... Except for... 


Boots holds up the sign-in book. Claudia snatches it away. 


Looking down her nose with her reading glasses, Claudia starts 
scanning through it. (WE CAN SEE an insert of the pages.) 
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CLAUDIA 
Seventeenth district. The East Side. My 
old stomping grounds before Hortense 
stripped me of my wand. 
{to herself, with dread) 


ae “Swore I'd never again set foot.. 
BOOTS 
Maybe we can help sniff it out? 
CLAUDIA 
(fearful) 


Haven't been out on the street in broad 
daylight in years. 


Claudia looks into the mirror, checking her lips, pulling back 
the skin around her eyes, reaching for her blonde wig. 
Magically, Claudia's mirror image reflects an image far younger 
and softer than her reality. (VFX 64/01 - Composite?) 
~, 
mo CLAUDIA 
; I love this mirror. 
(then) 
Fetch my coat. We're goin' on a very 
important walk. 


INT. ANABEL'S CLASS - DAY 65 
Arts & crafts time. Art teacher, MS. BRAMBLE, strides up the 


aisle as the first graders labor to make napkin holders out of 
Bex popsicle sticks. Seated in back, Anabel toils. 


BRAMBLE 
Remember everyone, our napkin holders 
must be finished today. 


ramble goes up the aisles, overly critical of these untrained 


first graders. "Too much glue"; "Not enough glue"; one has “no 
glue", but “lacks elegance". Arriving at Anabel's desk, Bramble 
stops. 


Anabel's not working on a napkin holder; she's trying to fix the 
broken wand. Elmer's glue, scotch tape... Murray's "stick" is 
amess. Bramble CLEARS her THROAT. Anabel looks up, realizes 
other kids are staring at her. 


BRAMBLE 
What's this? 


ANABEL 
It's something I have to fix. 


BRAMBLE 
That's not our assignment. Hand over 
your toy. 


BESS sam a: ANABEL 

It's not a toy. It's a magic wand. 
34 
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BRAMBLE 
Of course. Now give that to _ me. 


Bramble moves to take the wand. Anabel grabs it up. 


BRAMBLE 
I wish you'd let me have it. 


Anabel reacts. She concentrates, taking aim at Bramble. 


ANABEL 
Shhhhh-booom. 


With the glue still wet, the wand simply wilts in half. Beyond 
that, nothing. Anabel feels the scrutiny of her peers. Bramble 
moves to grab the wand. Anabel bolts. 


INT. SCHOOL UPPER HALLWAY - DAY (CONTINUOUS) 66 


Anabel runs. Bramble steps out into the hall. The halls are 
lined on both sides with colorful children's artwork tacked up 
to the bulletin boards. , 


BRAMBLE 
Anabel! 


Anabel ducks behind an open door. Footsteps approach. Anabel 
holds her breath. Bramble scurries by. Hunkered down, Anabel 
looks at the broken wand, resists the urge to cry. 


More FOOTSTEPS coming. Anabel crouches. The footsteps stop. A 
shadow crosses Anabel's face. 


ANABEL'S POV--- A FAMILIAR PAIR OF SHOES--- MURRAY 67 
his face still creased from the iron bars. 


ANABEL (0.S.) 
Murray, over here! 


MURRAY 
Anabel! Thank goodness! 


ANABEL 
What happened to your face? 


Murray pinches his flesh trying to uncrease it. 


MURRAY 
It's a long story involving the police, 
the fire department and the jaws of life. 
(cuts to the chase) 
By any chance, did I happen to leave 
MV ca? 


Murray picks up on Anabel's troubled expression. Anabel holds 
up the crippled wand. Murray is crestfallen. 


o 
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MURRAY 


..-™y... oh, my. This is bad. This is 
ba =f ON a eae 
(feeling) 
weeSELOKY « 
ANABEL 


I tried gluing it back together. 


MURRAY 
It's like the army. You get one wand. 
It's supposed to last forever... 


Anabel removes the ribbon from her hair. 


ANABEL 
Here. I have an idea. 


Using a popsicle stick, Anabel makes a splint, tying the two 
pieces of the wand together with the ribbon. 
t ANABEL 
This'll keep the pieces together till 
the glue dries. 


Murray warms to Anabel's earnestness. She looks at him. 


ANABEL 

Does this mean I don't get my wish? 
MURRAY 

No... I'll do what I can. But no 


guarantees. 
_ FOOTSTEPS approaching draw their attention. BRAMBLE. 


ANABEL 
Follow me. 


INT. SCHOOL STAIRWELL (CONTINUOUS) 
Anabel stealthily leads a nervous Murray down the stairs. 


ANABEL 
This wish... The future of my entire 
family depends on it. 


MURRAY 
Great. That takes the pressure off. 
(solemnly) 
And take my advice. Whatever your wish, 
keep it simple. 


ANABEL 
Okay, here's the thing, my Dad, see, 
he's gotta sing tonight... 

(more) 


, 
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68 


ANABEL (cont'd) 
and if he does it better than anyone 
else in the world, he'll get this part 
and he won't have to move to Nebraska to 
work for Uncle Carl and render things. 


, MURRAY 
Huh? 


ANABEL 
Charlie says they make plastic dishes 
out of puppy dog tails. 


MURRAY 
Anabel... simple, remember? 


ANABEL 
I wish that when my dad sings tonight, 
he gets the part. 


~ 


ry 


: MURRAY 
i It's as good as done... I hope... 
INT. LOWER HALLWAY (CONTINUOUS) 69 


They arrive at another hallway, this one also lined with 
children's artwork. BRAMBLE is not far behind, still in pursuit. 


ANABEL 
So... you can do it? 


MURRAY 
Yeah, but not here. According to the 
training manual, the grantor of a wish--- 
namely me--- has to be within one 
hundred yards of the main beneficiary--- 
your dad. Where is he? 


ANABEL 
Right across from the Plaza Hotel. 
C'mon, subway's two blocks that way. 


MURRAY 
Subway? 
(holding up the wand) 
Have wand, will travel. 
(off her puzzlement) 
A play on words involving the old TV 
series... 


Anabel brightens. 


MURRAY 
I can't do this all for myself. Look 
into my eyes. Get a fix on the place 
you want to he. 
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ANABEL 
Am I using up my wish? 


MURRAY 
$k No, no -- this is in service of your 
main wish. Now try and see it in your 


head, 


Standing by the exit doors leading outside, Anabel and Murray 
lock eyes. Murray does a delicate series of movements with the 
wand, like an orchestra conductor hearing music that no one else 
can hear. 


MURRAY 
Sh---bocoooom! 


Just as the wand is waved, Bramble arrives. 
BRAMBLE'S POV--~- ANABEL AND MURRAY 70 


With it, a “sudden powerful gust of wind blows down the corridors. 


1 


BRAMBLE 
Anabel Greening, get back here. 


The fierce wind tugs at the children's paintings. They RIP away 
from the walls, fluttering and swirling, filling the hallway, 
forming a kind of tornado. An office chair gets carried by the 
wind, rolling towards Bramble and she is caught by the chair. 


eres Anabel and Murray are engulfed, enshrouded by the artwork. ene 
Anabel is dazzled, boldly unafraid. (VFX 71/01) Murray feels 
a surge of confidence. (VFX 71/02) Bramble careens towards the 
whirling papers (VFX 71/03) and the dervish ends with flying 
-papers all around. They flutter down on Bramble. Anabel and 
Murray are gone. (NOTE: Bramble action always practical). 

- BRAMBLE 
lifts her head up and turns around. 
BRAMBLE'S POV--- THE HALLWAY 72 


empty, clean as a whistle, the walls devoid of artwork, the 
papers everywhere on the floor. 


TIGHT ON ANABEL-- A CRUMPLED CHILD'S PICTURE IN HER FACE ae 


so tight that it- isn't immediately apparent where we are. 
Windblown, dazed, she pulls the picture off her face. 


Anabel reacts. Awfully quiet for mid-town Manhattan. Nothing 
but a HOLLOW WIND. First thing Anabel sees clearly is: 


ANABEL'S POV--- MURRAY : 74 


lying in a heap, motionless, looking like a marionette that's 
been shot out of a cannon, landing without a net. 


” 
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=n ESO APEEnSEeneLrmmnttnn 


A few pieces of afiwork lie nearby him, 
ANABEL'S POV--- EMPTY FIELDS 19 
a vast cerulean sky, and farmland, far as the eye can see. 
ANABEL 
Something tells me we're not in 
Manhattan anymore. 


Anabel goes over to Murray, kneels down, pokes at him. 


ANABEL 
Murray? 


Murray GROANS. Anabel finds a piece of the wand broken on the 
ground. Murray looks up, smiles. 


MURRAY 
™ Is the coffee ready? 


i ANABEL 
Get up! 


Murray aches, rising to this feet. When the world comes back 
into focus, Murray sobers up fast. 


MURRAY 
Hmmm... looks like I might have missed 
an offramp. © 

ANABEL 


I'd say definitely. 
‘MURRAY'S POV~--- AN ABANDONED MOTEL 76 


a remnant from the 50's. Anabel finds the other half of 
Murray's wand on the ground, hands it to him. While Murray 
tries to fit the pieces back together, Anabel walks in the 
direction of the motel. 


ANABEL 
Hey Murray. 


Anabel studies a road sign, weather-beaten and propped up by old 
tires. 


MURRAY 
(reading it) 
Nebraska. 


In the distance, over the motel, a sign, pocked with bullet 
holes. 


ANABEL 
That sign? What's it say? 
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MURRAY 
The Plaza... Motel. 


ANABEL 
Think anybody lives there? 


Murray shakes his head. 


A wind sweeps by. Anabel looks tense, stares long and hard at 


Murray, who by now looks whipped--- his hair is wild, his wand 
broken. 
INT. SCHOOL - LOWER HALLWAY - DAY 77 


Charlie prowls the hall, searching. Seeing a crowd gathered at 
one end of the hallway, Charlie runs to it. 


When he arrives, Charlie sees Ms. Bramble being attended to by 
paramedics. Teachers are breaking up the crowd. Charlie sees 
two girls from Anabel's class. 
CHARLIE 
What's goin' on? 


GIRL 
Ms. Bramble went mental. 


CHARLIE 
Have you guys seen Anabel?. This isn't 
like her. She's supposed to wait for me 


and... 
GIRL 1 
She ran away. 
Charlie reacts. 
GIRL. 2 


Yeah. And she took her magic wand. 


The girls giggle derisively as Charlie, puzzled turns around. 
Sees Bramble, babbling in a state of hysteria. 


BRAMBLE 
I saw it! The girl flew away... She 
did! You gotta believe me! I have 
tenure. 


Charlie turns away, and as he starts up the hallway, his 
attention is drawn to something stuck in a heating vent on the 
ceiling. Curious. 

OMITTED 78 
CHARLIE'S POV-~- ANABEL'S LUCKY RIBBON 79 
fluttering, snagged in the vent. Charlie looks around, worried. 


” 
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EXT. PLAZA MOTEL/NEBRASKA - DAY 


wa 
«> 


Still in the middle of the long road, Murray looks at the wand, 
trying to figure out how the spell went awry, then realizes 
something, turns to Anabel. 


MURRAY 
Anabel? 
(after a beat) 
When I told you to get a picture in your 
head... was there anything else you were 
thinking about besides the Plaza Hotel? 


Anabel senses where he's going, and she doesn't like it. 


MURRAY 
Did you happen to have “Nebraska” on 
your mind? 


3 ANABEL 

Well... possibly. A little. 
(off Murray's look) 

You saying this is my fault? 


. 
{ 


MURRAY 
Not entirely, no, but then... Maybe it 
wasn't all me. 


_ ANABEL 
No? You're the guy who did it. You and 
your no-good magic wand. 


MURRAY 
Which was fine until you broke it. 


ANABEL 
Which wouldn't be broken if you hadn't 
forgot all about it! 


MURRAY 
Hey! If you'd just let me turn Charlie 
into a frog, like we originally 
discussed, none of this would have 


happened. 
ANABEL 
Oh, you're unbelievable! Can't you even 
admit it? 
MURRAY 
Admit what? 
ANABEL 


That you blew it! That you totally 
screwed my wish! 


MURRAY 
I did not. 
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You did too! 


MURRAY 
.DID NOT! 
ANABEL 
DID. TOO. 
MURRAY 
Did not. 
ANABEL 
Did too to infinity. 
MURRAY 


Did not to...oh...I can't beat that. 
(breaks down) 
Okay, you're right. It's all my fault. 
™ The other F.G.'s are right. 
° (off her look) 
' That's what we fairy godmothers call 
each other. 
(then) 
"A guy can't hack it." That's all they 
ever say. 
(sighs) 
I give up. Are you happy now? 


ANABEL 
You can't give up! Giving up is out of 
the question. 


(quietly) 
Besides... I won't let you. 
Murray looks to Anabel, considers this and smiles. He admires 
her and desperately wants to set things right... but how? 
EXT. AROUND THE CORNER FROM OLIVER'S STREET - DAY B1 


A PROFESSIONAL DOG-WALKER, mindlessly strolling a half-dozen 
degs on leashes, is suddenly yanked forward, and all the dogs 
Start BARKING. One pulls towards Boots. . 


ACROSS THE STREET~~- BOOTS 82 


picks up the pace, sniffing around and sensing as she goes. 
Following Boots, a few feet behind, is Claudia. Not quite 
Breakfast at Tiffany's, Claudia's decked out all in black, high- 
fashion 1960's vintage dress, face partially obscured by dark 
sunglasses and the wide brim of her black hat. Inconspicuous 
she ain't. 


Claudia has her old district GUIDE BOOK with her and crosses off 
another address with a fat red pen. Boots comes over, hovering 
annoyingly to look over Claudia's shoulder, panting a little. 


INSERT GUIDEBOOK 


a 
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snowing Claudia's old district, which clearly consists of 36 
names, all of which have been crossed out, with the exception of 


one: ANABEL GREENING BE 60th St. 
BOOTS 
(sniffing) 
I think... I'm onto it! Yes. 


(off Claudia's look) 
I knew it, I knew my nose would lead us 
FIGNt te Be. FEI Se2)5 


Claudia gives Boots a dark, withering look. 


CLAUDIA 
(sarcastic) 
Boots, you amaze me. 
(off Boots' dumb smile) 
We've grilled 29 kids out of 30. She's 
the only kid left, you dithering moron. 


OMITTED 7 83 
AR few storefronts down, a trio of young GIRLS emerge with a 84 
MOM from a pizza joint. They are headed toward Claudia and 
Boots. One of the little girls stops and points. 


GIRL 
Claudia? 
(to her mom) 
THAT'S HER!: Mommy, I swear! 


Claudia turns, starts walking quickly the other way. Think 
Laurence Olivier in Marathon Man. 


GIRL 
Hey you! Stop! You owe me a wish! 


CLAUDIA 


(to Boots) 
_ Hurry. Hurry. 


GIRL'S FRIEND 
She promised me a wish too! 
(to Claudia) 
Where's your wand, lady? 


OMITTED 85 
JOE'S POV--- CHARLIE 86 
rushing toward him, drenched with sweat and anxiety. 


CHARLIE 
Joe, my sister? You seen her here? 


JOE 
Uh-uh. Everything alright? 
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CHARLIE 
How about my dad? Where's he? 


JOE 
—_ Took off a few minutes ago with a bunch 
of tourists. 
i (off Charlie's Look) 
C'mon. We'll track him down. 


Charlie indicates his rollerblades. 


CHARLIE 
Thanks. That's okay. This'll be faster. 


INT. ANABEL'S APARTMENT/HALLWAY - DAY (CONTINUOUS) 86A 


With her finger pressed down on the door bell, Claudia waits 
impatiently, with Boots right behind her. No answer. 


0 BOOTS 
“She's hiding in fear. I can always 


t+ smell fear. 


“CLAUDIA 
Break it down. 


Boots backs across the hall, and then, hands in front of her 
face hurtles against the door, actually breaking it down. 


BOOTS 
(in pain) 
Ow OW OW Ow. 


CLAUDIA 
(syrupy) 
Anabel? You're hiding, aren't you? 
There's no reason to. Olly olly oxen 
free. 


EXT. PLAZA MOTEL/NEBRASKA ROADSIDE - DAY 87 


As Anabel examines a broken phone cord near the motel, Murray 
works to secure the wand. 


MURRAY 
How many days did you say ‘til your 
dad's big audition? 


ANABEL 
Not days. He's gotta sing at 9:30 
tonight. 


A GUNSHOT RINGS OUT and the dirt kicks up at Murray's feet. 
Anabel SCREAMS. 


sc VOICE 
‘93 You're on my property! 


* 
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* F * e OF 


MURRAY'S POV a3 


a huge, beefy, long-haired bruiser with a dumb, slightly inbred 
look is on the porch, looking tough and pissed off. 


The man is holding a large shotgun. Anabel tries to. hide behind 
Murray. ; 


MURRAY 
Greetings, friend. 


Murray holds out a hand for a handshake. The man SPITS chewing 
tobacco off to the side, regarding them with intense paranoia. 


MURRAY 
(off the spitting) 
Lovely hobby. My name's Murray, this is 
Anabel and you must be...? 


No respoftse. Murray leans in, noticing the man's ill-fitting, 
greasy shirt has a name stitched on it. ROY. 


MURRAY 
Ah! Roy. You must be Roy. 


A long silence and a mean, thick-headed stare. 


MURRAY 
Y'know, always held a warm feeling for 
the name Roy. Roy Rogers, Roy 
Campanella. Roy Cohn. Roy rolls right 
off the tongue. Roy. 
(to Anabel) 
Say hello to Roy. 


Anabel can't say anything. 


DUANE 
It ain't Roy. 


MURRAY 
Good. Roy is a terrible name for a big 
guy like you. "Roy"---sounds like 
" toy" A 


ANABEL 
But it says on his shirt... 


DUANE 
It ain't my shirt. 


Duane pulls back a sleeve to REVEAL a crudely done prison tattoo 
bearing the name DUANE, and beneath it, a skull and crossbones. 
The skull wears a biker helmet. 


MURRAY 
That's... very artistic. Duane. 
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ANABEL 
So who's Roy? 


DUANE 

Got a brother, Roy. 
ANABEL 

Is that his shirt? 

DUANE 
Was. 

(spits) 

Roy's dead. 


(after a beat) 
I needed a clean shirt. 


ANABEL 
(to Murray) 
He killed his brother 'cause he needed 
| clean shirt? 
t MURRAY 
Well,this is Nebraska. 


DUANE 
Roy ain't dead dead. He's dead drunk. 
Passed out drunk last night. Inside. 


MURRAY 
Come on, sweetheart. Let sleeping dogs 
lie. 
(off Duane's look) 
Just an expression. 


DUANE 
Not so fast. 
(spits, turns to Anabel) 
You and your daddy? Why you come spyin' 
on my property? 


MURRAY 
Spying. We're not spyin'. We're 
antiquing. 

ANABEL 


And he's not my daddy. 


DUANE 
You ain't the girl's daddy? 


ANABEL 
He's my fairy god--- 


* 
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MURRAY 
(overlapping her) 
{to Anabel) 
Ix-nay on the airy-fay odmother-gay. 
Off we go. Wave good-bye to primitive 
man. 


Duane's eyes fixate on what's in Murray's hand -- his wand. 


DUANE 
Not so fast! What's that? Some kind of 
divinin' rod? 


ANABEL 
It's a magic wand! A real one. And 
it's got a lot more power than your 
stupid shotgun. 


MURRAY 
« She's just a child. She doesn't 
- -understand the danger of combining a 
deadly weapon with a low IQ. Shssh. 


Duane, in his dense way, doesn't know what to make of it, but he 
knows he doesn't like it. Holds out his hand. 


DUANE 
(stepping off the porch 
towards Murray) 
Gimme. 


Murray approaches Duane on a "man to man" basis. He surprises 
the brute by breaking off a bit of the chewing tobacco and 
popping it in his own mouth. Then he speaks in a guttural voice: 


MURRAY 
Sorry. I can't give up my wand, Duane. 


He spits a wad. 


MURRAY 
(to himself) 
Uggh. That's awful. 
(then, toughly to Duane) 
This may look like a broken stick with 
glue, but this is powerful magic. 


DUANE 
(Down the steps for a 
confrontation) 
What'cha gonna do? Wave it around, turn 
me into some little rabbit? 


MURRAY 
{again in his own voice) 
Is that your "wish"? 
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DUANE 
Yeah. Let's see you do it. 


ANABEL 
Do it, Murray. Show him. Turn him into 
a little rabbit. 


DUANE 
Well? Take your best shot. 
(aiming the shotgun) 
Then I'll take mine. 


Nervously, Murray focuses his energy, wielding his wand like 
Toscanini, whipping up a spell. 


MURRAY 
Shhhhh-boooom. 


Suddenly a big wind kicks up. Dirt funnels up from the road 89 
momentarily blinding Duane. Something is happening. Duane 
drops the shotgun. He is caught in a colorful whirling dervish 
that completely engulfs him. In the whirl we see spinning all 
the parts of what Duane is about to become. As the dervish 
dissipates, Duane is revealed transformed into a Rabbi Rabbit. 
(VEX 89/01) 


Anabel's mouth hangs open. . 
MURRAY | 90 
looking self-satisfied, sees the product of his handiwork. | 
MURRAY'S POV--- DUANE IN FRONT OF STAIRS 91 


‘about one foot and a half tall, replete with beard, yarmulke, 
prayer shawl, and a pair of oversized rabbit ears. He's every 
bit the Orthodox RABBI with a good bit of rabbit thrown in. 
(VFX 91/01 - Live Oversize Set) 


MURRAY 
(off Anabel's look) 
Rabbit, Rabbi... I was in the ballpark. 


DUANE 
Oy! Roy!! Roy help me! 


Duane scurries to his shotgun, but he's so small he can barely 
lift it, much less squeeze the trigger. (VFX 91/02 - Live 
Oversize Set & Composite) 


MURRAY 
Sorry about that Duane. 


Murray takes Anabel's hand and they run, heading for the 
highway. Duane attempts to lift the rifle. With a mighty 
effort, Duane hoists it, then teeters, losing his grip. The 
rifle comes down, pinning him under it. (VFX 91/03 - Live 
Oversize Set) 
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DUANE 
RPE MOY se. OY sais 


Duane's half-brother, Roy, emerges from inside, still hungover 
and fuzzy headed. He hears Duane's cry but is unable at first 
to tell where it's coming from. 


Nearly stepping on Duane, Roy looks down and sees the rifle and 
the strange creature caught beneath it. (VFX 91/04 - Live 
Oversize Set & Composite) 


DUANE 
Quick Roy, get me up. 


ANABEL AND MURRAY 92 
up the road, pause, winded. Murray takes up his wand. 


MURRAY 
«~ Close your eyes. Get a clear picture in 
~your head. . 


+ 
{ 


ANABEL 
The Plaza HOTEL. The Plaza Ho... 
An ENGINE SOUND offscreen causes Anabel to open her eyes. 


ANABEL 
.. Murraaaaaay!! 


MURRAY'S POV--- A PICKUP TRUCK --- WIDE SHOT 33 


coming fast, weaving erratically as it approaches. 
(VEX 93/01 - Rabbi Rabbit Puppet in car) 


MURRAY 
Run! 


DUANE~-INSIDE THE TRUCK CAB 94 


perched on the back of the scat next to Roy, as Roy guns it. 
(VEX 94/01 - Live Composite) 


DUANE 
Faster! Don't let 'em get away! 


The truck gets closer and closer, right on their tail. Murray 
wields the wand as they run. 


MURRAY 
Anabel, wish New York City....Central 
Park. Think Central Park 


* 
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The truck careens toward them. Duane seeS his prey and 2 
relishes the moment. (Con't VFX 95/01) Murray's foot slips and 
he falters, falls. Anabel is beside him trying to help. 


“3 MORRAY 
oom. : 


(waving wand) 
SHHHHHHH BOOOQOOOM! 


A SUDDEN CUT TO A C.U. OF MURRAY 


MURRAY 
I did it! Central Park! I helped. 


He claps his hands in front of his face only to have a dead fish 
thrown in his open mouth. 


WIDER ANGLE, IT'S THE CENTRAL PARK ZOO - DAY 


Specifically, Murray and Anabel sit on seal island surrounded by 
the whole crew at feeding time. At first, Anabel is delighted. 


' MURRAY 


Excuse me, Anabel, but what exactly were 
you thinking? 


ANABEL 
It's my favorite part of Central Park. 


Another fish hits him in the face. 
oN MURRAY 
(loud) 
Thanks, but I already ate. 


ANABEL 
C'mon, we gotta find Dad. 


~ MURRAY 
{to himself) 
, So did I make a mistake ~~ or didn't I? 


EXT. BOAT LAKE - DAY 96 
Charlie WHOOSHES through the park on rollerblades, weaving past 
strollers, looking around. Beyond some trees Charlie can make 
out a coach... not Oliver's. 

EXT. 59TH STREET 97 


Anabel & Murray can't find Oliver among the line of coaches. 


ANABEL 
He's not here. 
VOICE 
Bae Anabel? 
ANABEL'S POV --- JOE 
x 50 
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pantry 


JOE 
You just missed Charlie, He's been 
lookin' to find you. I told him where 
your dad was. 


ae Anabel realizes Joe is looking askance at Murray. 
ANABEL 
This is my fairy... 
MURRAY 
(overriding) 
...-fairly new friend, Murray. 
JOE 
Need a lift to your dad? Hop in. 
EXT. OLIVER'S COACH/BOAT LAKE 98 
No English spoken here, Oliver's coach crammed with a half dozen 
plump German tourists. Duchess is tuckered out, straining to 
pull themi along. In GERMAN and with gestures, they ask Oliver to 
pull over for a photo op near the statue of Hans Christian 
Anderson. From a distance, Charlie sees Oliver and rollerblades 
towards him. 
EXT. SOUTH END OF THE BOAT LAKE 99 
Aboard Joe's coach, Anabel scans around, spots Oliver standing 
across the way. . : 
o— 
ANABEL 
(to Murray) 
This about right? One hundred yards? 
(to Joe) 
Joe, this is good. 
“ JOE 
You sure? Happy to take you around. 
ANABEL 
No. We're...we're gonna surprise him. 
Joe obliges. Murray and Anabel get out. Joe exits with a wave. 
CHARLIE 
Coming from a different direction. He sees Oliver and heads 
straight toward him. 
ON MURRAY AND ANABEL -- 
MURRAY 
Alright. Let's do this. 
ax As Murray works himself up, Charlie bursts on the scene. 


” 
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CHARLIE 
Anabel? What's going on? Who's this: 


ANABEL 
-Murray -- he's my fairy godmother. 


CHARLIE begins laughing. Murray gets defensive. 


MURRAY 
What's the matter? Are you laughing 
because I'm a guy? 


Charlie keeps laughing and nods yes. 


MURRAY 
You could be a frog right now, you know. 
Besides, "fairy godmother" is just a job 
description, a misleading holdover from 
another era, like calling a flight 


_attendant a stewardess. Believe me, I 


keep posing alternatives: "Magic Wand 
Operator". "Wish Facilitator". "Desire 
Consultant”. 


CHARLIE 
You sound defensive. 


MURRAY 
Well I'm not, okay? Haven't you ever 
heard of ‘affirmative action?' 


CHARLIE 
And you're the best they could come up 
with? 


MURRAY 
I take pride in whatever I do, no. matter 
what it is. I'll get this wish right if 
it kills me. Okay, Anabel. Help me now. 
See it in your head, your wish coming 
CLue 6% 


Anabel closes her eyes, concentrates. 


100 


The tourists have given Oliver their camera and he steps out to 
take their picture in the carriage. 


raises his wand, sweeps it across to Oliver. 


en 
ra 
OLIVER 
MURRAY--~ 
—, 


MURRAY 
Shhhhhh-booooom. 


Hats fly, dresses flutter upward, newspapers swirl. 


* 
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101 


Nothing at first. Then... a GUST OF WIND. The tourists react. 
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OuIVER 122 
as the wind whips the hat right off his head. (Hat bouncing is 
“part CGI & part practical FX). Oliver goes after his hat 
tossing the. camera on the lawn. His bouncing hat is engulfed by 
sparkling magic (VFX 102/01). As Oliver reaches his hat, he too 
is engulfed in. the swirling magic (VFX 102/02) The magic begins 
to swirl up Duchess' legs (VFX 102/03) and she is engulfed in it 
(VFX 102/04). 


The carriage begins to swirl and turns into a pumpkin (VFX 
102/05). Oliver completely engulfed in the magical dervish is 
becoming a statue (VFX 102/06). The dervish reveals Duchess 
becoming a mouse (VFX 102/07). The last remains of the dervish 
waft away and Oliver is a statue (VFX 102/08). 


Anabel's eyes tighten. Murray conjures with both eyes shut 
tight. As suddenly as the wind came up, it dies down. Murray's 
'symphony' is finished. He lowers the wand. 


Anabel strains to see the result. Murray looks too. Judging by 
Anabel's wreaction... all is not well. 


ANABEL'S POV--- . 103 


Where there was a COACH, there is a large-sized PUMPKIN. The 
astonished tourists are scattered on their butts. Where there 
was DUCHESS, there appears no horse at all. 


THE STATUE--- ; ; 104 


cast in bronze, is Oliver. In Victorian dress, he blends 

seamlessly among the other statues. It's as though he's been 

there forever. A pigeon lands on Oliver's head. Anabel looks 
- around frantically. She and Charlie have, in the confusion, not 


seen what Murray and the audience saw, namely, Oliver's 
transformation to a statue. 


ANABEL 
Dad? He was just there. Where did you 
go? 


CHARLIE 
Dad!? 


MURRAY 
(trying to delay) 
Yeah, dad, where are you? 


A sudden SCREAM from across the road. The GERMAN WOMAN recoils, 
the other TOURISTS are all backing up. 


OMITTED bE abe) 


* 
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ANABEL'S POV--- A GREY AND WHITE MoUSE--- 106 


As tourists scatter, DucheSS Scurries anxiously toward them. 
(VEX 106/01)Murray looks over his shoulder as he runs towards 
the statue. 


MURRAY 
Quick! Grab that horse. 


Charlie takes his bookbag, gets ready to whack it, but Anabel 
(suddenly realizing what happened) holds him back, kneels down. 


ANABEL 
Don't! That's Duchess! 


The mouse prances and has a little horse collar with bells L107 
around its neck. (VFX 107/01) 


CHARLIE 
> Holy... Duchess? 


: ANABEL 
Come here, Duchess... poor thing. It's 
gonna be okay. You'll be safe in my 
book bag. 


Anabel coaxes Duchess into her hand. The mouse gives a 108 
whinny. (We cut before the mouse touches or crosses her hand). 
(VEX 108/01) Charlie begins to believe. Duchess is on Anabel's 
open palm then she jumps into Anabel's school bag. (VFX 108/02). 
Charlie looks at Murray who is still holding the now familiar 
wand. 


CHARLIE 
I'm not saying I believe in your "fairy 
godmother", but what's going on? 


ANABEL 
Yeah, where's our daddy? 
MURRAY 
(rattled) 
Guys, easy does it. It's all under 


control. 
(off Charlie's look) 
Watch. I'll have him back in no time. 
(winding up) 
Shuuuuuu-boooom! 


They watch as Murray casts the spell at Oliver's statue. They 
wait. And wait. Something happens--- OLIVER'S HAT topples, and 
CRASHES DOWN to the ground. And that's it. Nothing. They look 
at Murray, and wordlessly, they urge him on. Murray flexes, 
warms up ad absurdium, and then goes for it. 


MURRAY 
Shuuuu~booom! 


* 


54 
== Script Fly.com == 


Seeeeeiiianaaeiiie ee ea 


¢* ¢€ + © £ £€ € F 


+ + £ & F 


THis ime, nothing a2t-ail, A pigeon lands on Oliver's now- 
unprotected head. Charlie turns to Anabel, who turns to Murray, 


who starts to sense a bad taste in his mouth--- like 'gunk'. 
a - MURRAY 
Well, kids, this appears to be the best 
I can do. 
Charlie looks it up and down, skeptically. 
CHARLIE 
That's not Dad. That's a statue. 
MURRAY 
Look closely, Charlie. I'm afraid it is 
your father. I was granting your 
sister's wish...and, well... 
CHARLIE 
How long have you been a fairy godmother? 
‘ MURRAY 
(defensive) 
I clocked in the required hours, if 
that's what you're getting at. 
CHARLIE 
How long? 
MURRAY 
Sie: Between you and me... this... Anabel's 
wish is my first solo. 
Charlie could almost faint, looking to Anabel, in disbelief. 109 
CHARLIE 
Good goin', Anabel... you managed to 
land the one fairy godmother who's 
drivin' with a learner's permit. 
Murray feels the heat, looks increasingly stressed. 110 
ANABEL 
Dad's gotta sing tonight. 
MURRAY 
C'mon, time to call in a few favors. 
Follow me. 
Anabel looks at Oliver, looking for a sign of life. lll 
ANABEL 
Are you just gonna leave 'my dad here 
alone? 
~— 
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MURRAY 
He'll be okay. 
(pointing to the other 
statue) 
Hans Christian Andersen has been here 
almost forty years and he's still in 
terrific shape. 


INT. ANABEL'’S ~ MOVING FROM ROOM TO ROOM - DAY 412 


Claudia is busily ransacking the living room, turning it upside 
down. Boots sniffs around. 


CLAUDIA 
If this is a wild goose chase... 


BOOTS 
Somewhere in here I smell the wand... 


ae CLAUDIA 
ee (in disgust) 
+ You "smell" the wand... 


Boots leads Claudia to the kitchen and points to a photo near 
the phone: Anabel in her dance leotards assuming a ballet 
dancer's pose. The PHONE RINGS. 


BOOTS 
(already moving down 
: the hall) 
She's a ballerina! Cute, huh? 


RINGS again. Then a machine silently clicks on. 


CLAUDIA 
Cute. Ugh. There's nothing worse. 
These kids. I used to hate listening to 
their insipid little wishes. As if I had 
nothing better to do. 


As Boots searches the kids' bedroom, she comes across Anabel's 
copy of Cinderella. She shows it to Claudia as she enters 


CLAUDIA 
That book! How I despise it! Nothing 
about Cinderella ever made any sense. 
(derisive) 
What kind of masochistic idiot would 
want to go to a ball in glass shoes? 


The kitchen answering machine clicks on. Claudia & Boots turn 
to listen. 


JERI'S VOICE. 
Oliver? Kids? Wherever you are, I hope 


you get this... Your audition is still 
on for tonight, 9:30, at the Palace. 
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book, In the text, we see "...and, that night, Cinderella went 
fo the Palaces." 


Boots reacts, looks to Claudia. Claudia eyes tne Cinderella 


is CLAUDIA 
Bootsie, would you like to dress up to 
go to the Palace? 


EXT. CHANCELLORY ROW - DUSK 113 


Anabel, Murray, and Charlie walk past one distinguished building 
after another. 


ANABEL 
This stinks. Our dad's stuck in stone. 
MURRAY 
Bronze. 
~ CHARLIE 


“I'll tell you what stinks. It's you, Mr. 
+ Fairy Godmother. 


MURRAY 

I think I can explain if you'll just 
calm down. At the park, when I told you 
to 'see' the wish, remember? Were you 
thinking anything at all about your 
favorite story Cinderella? 

(she nods) 
Instead of a pumpkin becoming a coach, 
the coach became a pumpkin. Instead of 
a mouse becoming a horse... 


ANABEL 
Duchess became a mouse! It's like 
Cinderella, only all backwards! 


MURRAY 
Right! 

ANABEL 
So, that must mean at midnight, just . 
like in the book... Dad'll turn back to 
normal! Right? The spell'll just undo 
itself? 

(off Murray's look) 

Won't it? 


MURRAY 
You kids sure ask good questions. 


CHARLIE 
How about a good answer for a change. 


MURRAY 
Hortense'll have one. She's got an 
answer for everything. 


* 
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Murray finds the building and knocks on the front door. The 
iron grill has been bent by the "jaws of life" but temporarily 
restored. 


~~ - CHARLIE 
You sure it's the right address? 


MURRAY 
As sure as I'm standing here. 


Murray loses his balance and crashes down. Charlie helps him to 
his feet. 


They look around for Anabel; she's not there. 

Anabel prowls around, sees a wrought iron gate which leads toa 
window which is open a crack. Anabel's slender arm can get 
through the narrow bars. Her small fingers stretch and stretch 
and... she almost has it. Finally, she unlatches the gate. 
Murray and Charlie find her. 


: ANABEL 
If someone could get in there... 
MURRAY 
Not me, once is enough with the Jaws of 
Life. 
_ CHARLIE 
Me neither. 
ane. 
Anabel pushes past the two of them and takes charge. She starts 
to climb up on her own. 
ANABEL 
Someone gimme a boost. 
“ MURRAY 
Here, Charlie. Hold my wand. 
CHARLIE 
What? And get warts? 
Murray puts the wand in his mouth to hoist up Anabel. 
MURRAY 
Here Anabel, climb up on my sturdy 
shoulders. 
When she climbs up, he starts moaning and Charlie helps. 
CHARLIE 
(giving her back her 
ribbon) 
Here you go Anabel. And here's your 
~~ "lucky" ribbon back. 
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With help from Murray and Charlie, Anabel is hoisted up. $3 
has to make a daring leap to grab onto the window ledge. Ve 
nearly losing her footing, Anabel swings her legs around and 
secures a foothold. 


om 
sat 
Yr 
he 


¥ 


MURRAY 
Good girl! If anyone asks, just say 
you're a friend of Murray's. 


CHARLIE 
That oughta carry a lot of weight. 


With that Anabel tumbles into the building and disappears. 
Murray gives Charlie a long stare. 


INT. CHANCELLORY - DAY 114 


Anabel picks herself up off the floor. The place is eerily 
quiet. She sees Rena, apparently asleep at her desk. As she 
Starts te the front door, Anabel hears a MUFFLED SOUND; it's 
Hortense against the wall. Spooked, Anabel stands near Hortense, 
who is leaned up against the wall, still flat. Anabel can't 
figure out where the sound is coming from, but she's very 
unnerved by it. (VFX 114/01) 


NOTE: lhLive characters can never cross camera in front of 
Hortense as a CGI character.) 


FRONT DOOR~-- MURRAY AND CHARLIE LES 


as Anabel opens it for them. 


CHARLIE 
What took you so long? 
; ANABEL 
Murray... is this house haunted? 
MURRAY 
Not very. 
ANABEL 
I heard breathing, and I don't think it 
was me. 


Over Hortense - Hortense leans forward, trying to get their 
attention. Murray sees what it is that Anabel has been hearing. 
(VFX 115/01) 


Murray reacts to what Charlie and Anabel already see: 


MURRAY 
...Hortense? 


MURRAY'S POV-~-- HORTENSE 116 


propped up against the wall, flat as a pancake, weak, but still 
alive, a wobbly Hortense tries to stand. 


a 
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charlie and Anabel waik towards ner astonished. If you +090k at 


her sideways, Hortense all-but-disappears. Mouth still sealed 
up, she's unable to talk, but continues to make MUFFLED 
desperate sounds. (VFX 116/01) 

MURRAY 


We'll lay her down in the study. 


Murray takes one end, Charlie and Anabel the other, and they 
lift her like a thin sheet of glass and carry her to the next 
room. (VFX 116/02 - Puppet with a CGI head) 


MURRAY 
Easy. She's fragile. 


INT. STUDY 117 


Now laid out on a sofa, Hortense is on her back. Murray sizes 
up the situation. Anabel looks on. (VFX 117/01 - Puppet with 
a CGI head) (NOTE: Outside it will turn to night during this 
scene.) ~ - 


CHARLIE 
You didn't accidently put your magic 
whammy on her, did you Mur? 


MURRAY 
No... no fairy godmother would ever do 
magic like this. This is the dark 
stuff... This is witchcraft. 

CHARLIE 


Witches now? Gimme a break! I suppose, 
next you're gonna tell me the city is 
crawlin' with gnomes and wizards and 
fire-breathin' dragons... 


MURRAY 
Well... no... no dragons. Not in the 
city anyway. 
: (off Charlie's look) 
They're mostly upstate. 


As Murray turns attention back to Hortense, Charlie sees that 
her study is filled with personal memorabilia, framed photos, 
including some autographed headshots of celebrities, some with 
personal inscriptions, not unlike what you might see at the 
local Chinese laundry in Encino. Charlie checks out the wall. 
Arafat on Time's."Man of the Year" cover. Pia Zadora receiving 
a Golden Globe. Dan Quayle alongside Bush at the Presidential 
swearing-in ceremony. The. Jamaican bobsled team at the Winter 
Olympics. Charlie comes up to an autographed framed photo. 


CHARLIE 
"To Hortense, thanks for everything, 
Lyle?" 
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7 MURRAY 
aa Alright, guys, get back. 


Charlie and Anabel duck behind a couch as Murray warms up for an 
infuriatingly long time. 


CHARLIE 
C'mon, Murray! In this lifetime, okay? 


MURRAY 
Shhhhhhh-booom! 


The bricks in Hortense's mouth EXPLODE out, (VFX 117-02) but her 
body remains otherwise as flat as a pancake. Charlie peers up 
from the couch and almost gets hit by a flying brick. 
* HORTENSE 
‘ (spitting brick dust) 
It's about time you showed up! 


MURRAY 
(scared) 
What's going or.? 


Rena enters with the one-bite-missing apple. She's groggy, 
reacts to Hortense. 


— 
RENA 
Hortense, you're a pancake. 
(to self) 
I love pancakes with butter. 
; HORTENSE 
2 (interrupts) 
This is a disaster. 
RENA 
The last thing I remember was Claudia. 
MURRAY 
That witch. 
Anabel and Charlie absorb this, like watching a tennis match. 
. RENA 
You said it. She gave me this spiked 
apple. 
(staring at it) 
It looked so good and sweet'I couldn't 
resist... taking a bit... 
She opens her mouth to bite again. 
a 
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HORTENSE 
Stop it, Rena. Fix Murray's wand and 
Urry; 


- RENA 
Yes ma'am. 


She proceeds with the wand to a work bench. Hortense looks to 


Murray with impatience. 


HORTENSE 
Get this sorted out. 
MURRAY 
I will. 
HORTENSE ; 
You better, or it's the end of the line 
for us. 
~~ P 
me MURRAY 
+ What did Claudia do to the other fairy 
godmothers? 
RENA 


{while working) 
They're all in the grotto. They don't 
even know. 


MURRAY 
Okay, let's go down below, rally the 
troops, get everyone to help. 


HORTENSE 
No! First you must go to Claudia' s and 
get back our wands. 


ANABEL 
But what about you? 


HORTENSE 
Don't worry about me. Every spell has a 
termination clause. Remember Cinderella? 


RENA 
(still fixing) 
It's like the expiration date on a milk 
carton. 


ANABEL 
Murray put a spell on my Dad. 


RENA 
Murray... Why? 


ANABEL 
Will it wear off at midnight like 
Cinderella's? 


* 
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HORTENSE 
If Murray remembered to put in the 
expiration date. 


-* RENA 
Which I'm sure he did. 


MURRAY 
Ch, sure. I must've. What kind of an 
idiot wouldn't do that? 


CHARLIE 
Your kind. 

HORTENSE 
It will hold. Children, have faith. 
When we have all 300, nothing will fail 
us, and we can save the world. Remember, 
the truest magic comes not from a wand. 
It comes from another place. 


EXT. CHANCELLORY BUILDING - NIGHT 118 


As our trio hurries out. 


CHARLIE 
Where we going? 
MURRAY 
To Claudia's. 
ANABEL 
You're still my fairy godmother, right? 
MURRAY 
Uh-huh. 
ANABEL 
What about my wish? 
MURRAY 
Yeah, but first I have to save the world. 
ANABEL 
What time is it? 
CHARLIE 
9:15 
ANABEL 


Oh no. Dad's gonna miss the audition. 
(Sits down) 
I hate Nebraska. ’ 
(half sparking to an 
idea) 
Murray, remember when you told me what 
rain check was? 
(more) 
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ANABEL (cont'd) 
(off Murray's nod) 
I wish this were a ball game that got 
postponed so my dad could get a rain 
eas eheck. 


Murray stops dead in his tracks. An idea. 
-INT. PALACE THEATER - NIGHT 119 


In the wings, Jeri paces a cellular phone in hand. She checks 
her watch, nerves frayed. On stage, Lord Richard holds court, 
schmoozing the backers, but preoccupied with Oliver's lateness. 


LORD RICHARD 

...it's the finest I've ever written, 
lovely and haunting, intimate yet grand. 
For generations to come, people will be 
wearing the T-shirts. 

a (screaming) 
“Bloody hell! Manny! Where.is the 

' unprofessionally tardy Mr. Greening? 


Manny shoots a desperate look to Jeri. Sable and his 
entourage~-- agents, a lawyer and a swami--- huddle nearby. 

He's practicing some of "Far, Far Better Thing" acapella. 

EXT. PALACE THEATER ALLEY ~- AS A TAXI PULLS UP 120 


Boots emerges, oddly transformed, decked out in one of Claudia's 


ee: chic, but hopelessly out-of-date dresses. 
OMITTED 121 
- EXT. THEATER - BROADWAY - NIGHT (NYC) 122 
Anabel, Charlie and Murray have arrived by taxi. 
MURRAY 
(to Charlie) 
Go find your dad's agent and tell her to 
buy us some time. 
(to Anabel) 
We'll need room to work. Gotta be : 
within fifty yards, but... somewhere not 
too conspicuous. 
ANABEL 
Here... Follow me! 
OMITTED 122A 
INT. THEATRE Les 
Sable, on stage, gets into character, over~acting before he's 
~~. even opened his mouth. The piano player waits. 


THE BALCONY 
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Anabel and Murray sneax in through the fire door. 
BACKSTAGE 123A 


Charlie runs up to Jeri. Tony Sable is still vocally warming 
up. A mike is being set up for Lord Richard. 


JERI 
Charlie! Thank God! Where's your Dad? 


CHARLIE 
Uh, well... he'll be here, soon. It's 
not too late, is it? 


JERI 
What's going on? 


CHARLIE 
Okay, okay... look, see... they gotta 
« cut my Dad some slack because... okay, 
what happened was... there was this... 
, jogger... in the park... 


‘ 


JERI 
A jogger? 


CHARLIE 
Yeah. A lady. And she... was pregnant. 
Very pregnant. 


-_~ JERI 
And she was jogging?! 


CHARLIE 
... suddenly, she gets these pains... 
she's in labor... and okay, so.... 
luckily for her, my Dad, him and 
Duchess... they lift her up, put her in 
the coach... take her to the hospital... 


Jeri is gtowing increasingly anxious, and suspicious. 


JERI 
Is any of what you're telling me the 
truth? 
(off Charlie's look) 
Charlie. I want the truth. 


CHARLIE 

You sure? 

(off her look) 
Okay... Last night, this guy shows up 
with this magic wand, and turns our Dad 
into a statue. : 

(off Jeri's look) 
He's stuck at the park ‘til they can 
lift the magic spell. 
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Baloney. 


The on stage activity distracts Jeri from this hopeless search 
for the truth. Charlie moves away. 


LORD RICHARD 
Ladies and gentleman. It gives me great 
pleasure to introduce you to the star of 
my 23rd consecutive hit. 


Anabel directs Murray's attention to center stage. The spotlight 
falls on Tony Sable. THE MUSIC BEGINS. 


ANABEL 
What are you gonna do? 


MURRAY 
You didn't even realize. You made a 
«. Wish before. 


- 


ANABEL 
i. dad? 


They turn to find Sable, soaking up the spotlight, preparing to 
Sing. 


Murray raises his wand, closes his eyes. He tries to relax, 
feeling the music, loosening up. Anabel bites her lip, feeling 
some uncertainty. Murray conducts the spell, zapping toward the 
stage. ‘ 


MURRAY 
Shhhhh~-booooom., 


The intro is over and Sable steps to the apron. He starts the 
first line. Murray watches. Anabel has her fingers crossed. 


The SPOTLIGHT SUDDENLY SHORT CIRCUITS, giving the effect of 
LIGHTNING. (NOTE: Lightning is always a practical effect.) 
The pianist continues the intro. 

LORD RICHARD 


No. No. The thunderstorm is in the 
second act. 


MURRAY 
Hmmm.... 


A second later, A CRASHING OF THUNDER, followed by... 
RAIN! 124 
a downpour comes from out of nowhere. Anabel and Murray look 


up. Sprinklers above the stage are raining down. Boots scampers 
away, almost splattered by the water. 
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Tony Sable tries to sing, but he's being splasned on nis face by 
the water. The pianist stops, 


MANNY 
Folks, we just installed a new system, 
and there's some bugs we need to work 
Ole: 
Jeri looks at Charlie, spooked by the appearance of rain, 
wondering what's going on. A stage hand disconnects the water 
main. Charlie has a bad feeling, runs into the lobby as the 
Sprinkler stops. 
INT. LOBBY tao 
Charlie looks around. No sign of Anabel. 
STAGE 126 
Lord Richard speaks to the backers. 
‘ LORD RICHARD 
Please accept my most soggy apology but 
let your spirits be undampened... 
In keeping with tradition, my show must 
go on! 
Lord Richard cues the pianist. Sable wipes his head with a 
towel and the musical intro begins again. 
_ THE BALCONY--- ANABEL 27 
ANABEL 
This other guy gets to try out and Dad 
Cantos: It's no £air. 
Murray thinks about that, half-smiles. 
ANABEL 
Did I say something? 
MURRAY 
What if... nah, it's risky. 
ANABEL 
Tell me what it is. 
MURRAY 
Ever get that scratchy feeling like a 
sore throat's about to come on... like 
your voice is gonna go? 
ANABEL 
Like a frog in your throat? 
(off his smile) 
ae, That's your specialty! 


Anabel dips into her pocket, comes out with her ribbon. 


s 
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ANABEL 
When shé gave it to me, my Mom said it 
was for luck. 


Though touched by the gesture, Murray feels uncomfortable. At 
Anabel's urging, Murray accepts the ribbon, tucks it in his 
shirt pocket. With a reassuring look form Anabel, Murray closes 
his eyes and begins his spell-making. 


MURRAY 
Shhhhh~booooceom! 


Sable starts to SING... but when he does, something's wrong. He 
looks sickened, COUGHS VIOLENTLY. 


STAGE 


Regaining composure, Sable begins again. The piano man repeats 
the lead-in. Sable starts but... his neck contorts. Something 
stuck im,his throat. He's gagging. More lightning. 

Sable's agent runs up, performs the HEIMLICH MANEUVER. Sable 
coughs up something huge; it's a frog. (VFX 127/01) It leaps out 
onto the piano top and out towards the seats. (VFX 127/02) 
There's a ripple of panic among the backers as frogs leap among 
them. 


BALCONY 
Murray feels a sense of near-indescribable relief. 


MURRAY 
Yessssss!! Yes!! I did it. Anabel, did 
you see that!? 
(high fives her) 
Now, that's a frog! 


ANABEL 
It's more than one. 


STAGE 


Sable coughs out another frog. (VFX 127/03) The backers cringe, 
grow panicky. Boots' eyes widen. Boots sniffs, looking around, 
sensing Murray's presence. 


IN THE BALCONY~-- MURRAY 128 
does an end zone-hula. 


MURRAY 
Ooooh baby! Yeah! Yes! Yes! Yessss! 
Lookout world! The man with the wand is 
back! 


Murray blows the tip of the wand as if it were a smoking gun. 
Anabel views the chaos down below with wonderment. 


e 
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LORD RICHARD 123 


horrified but eager to restore calm as frogs leap into the 
audience. (VEX 129/01) 


a LORD RICHARD 
It's... it's nothing. Sable... you old 
ham, you! Anything for attention, eh? 
Enough parlor tricks. Sing! 
On cue, Sable spews forth another frog (VFX 129/02), which comes 
right at Lord Richard, who manages to duck. Big aggressive 
frogs jump cross the orchestra pit, (VFX 129/03) hopping across 
the stage, sending people scattering. 
Lord Richard moves toward the aisle, where he slips, landing on 
his ass. 
Unable to get up, Lord Richard squirms as frogs and backers leap 
and stepsaround him. (VFX 129/04) Sable spews another. (VFX 
129/05) More lightning. 7 
The backers flee followed by frogs. (VFX 129/06) 
MURRAY -~ IN THE BALCONY 
swells with renewed confidence. Anabel examines the wand, 
tempted by it. 
ANABEL 
os Murray... that was great! I wish I 
could... ooops, I mean... 
MURRAY 
(smiling) 
I think I know. 
so ANABEL 
_ When I grow up, Murray, I think I want 
to be a fairy godmother. 
MURRAY 
You want to take a crack at it? Is that 
ite 
(off her excited look) 
I shouldn't but... just this once. 
ANABEL 
Like this? 
MURRAY 
No. Here, we'll do it together. 
With Murray's hand wrapped around hers, they take the wand and 
he guides her through a series of samurai-like movements. She 
delights in the power and Murray is in a good groove. Then, 


coming to a ‘forward lunge' the wand flies out of their hands. 
It soars, then plunges over the balcony. 
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ANABEL'S POV--~ AISLE AFTER AISLE OF EMPTY SEATS a0 


and the wand somewhere down there. But where? Anabel looks 
Stricken. Murray too. 


a SABLE . | isd 
leans over the orchestra pit, exhausted, pale. The frogs have 
abated, but... wait, BELCH, here comes another. (VFX 131/01) 
INT. FRONT LOBBY 132 


Backers stream out, wet, angry, shaking off frogs. 
(VEX 132/01 - Puppets) 


EXT. FRONT OF THEATER ~ NIGHT (NYC) 133 


Charlie scans up the street, looking for Anabel and Murray. He 
goes back into the theater, passing some fleeing backers. 


= 


INT. BALCONY 134 


Anabel and Murray are trying to spot the wand from above. 


BOOTS (0.S.) 
Gotcha. 


Boots cups a hand over Anabel's mouth. 


BOOTS 
A caeak Back off, Murray. I'll push her over. 
I will. 
(off Murray's surprised 
Look) 
Dead giveaway, Murray. Any magic around 
here had to come from you. 


MURRAY 
Let her go. 


BOOTS 
Where's Claudia's wand? 


Murray shrugs. Boots sees Anabel's eyes shift toward the nearby 
book bag. Still holding Anabel, she grabs the bag and searches 
through it. Duchess keeps eluding her grasp. (VFX 134/01 - 
Finger puppet) As Boots digs, Anabel squirms away, running to 
Murray. 


MURRAY 
(whispering to Anabel) 
Follow my lead. I've got a plan. 


ANABEL 
Murray! Look! 
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POV OF ORCHESTRA SEATS FROM BALCONY 


Es 
Charlie is standing where the wand fell. He gives a "thumbs 
up". Frogs are everywhere. (VFX 135/01) 
BALCONY 136 
Boots’ hand emerges from the book bag with Duchess. She brings 
the mouse close to her lips. (VFX 136/01 - Finger Puppet) 
Boots 


(puts Duchess to her 

open mouth) 
Mmmm... I'm so hungry I could eat a 
horse. 


ANABEL 
No! 


Boots has the mouse close to her lips. Boots squeezes the 
squirming mouse threateningly. (VFX 136/02) 
MURRAY 
Come off it, Boots. You can't scare us. 
Maybe Claudia could, but not you. 
(Murray gives a nudge 
to Anabel) 
Claudia is so scary. 


; ANABEL 
Very scary. 
BOOTS 
Claudia? 
MURRAY 
Yeah. If you dragged us down to her 
place she could get it out of us... but 


you wouldn't deliver us to her. Even 
you aren't that cruel. 


ANABEL 
Yeah, please don't take us to Claudia's. 


Boots looks at them, then at Duchess, uncertain what to do. 


MURRAY 
Pleeese, don't. 


BOOTS 
You know what? I think I'll take you to 
Claudia's. 


Murray falls to his knees and clasps his hands together. 


MURRAY 
Oh, no! Not that! Please not that! 
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hile Boots' eyes are on Anabel and Murray, Duchess! jaw opens 
up and - (VFX 136/02 - Con't) 


BOOTS 
-Owwwww | 


She drops Duchess, who runs away to. the shadows at the end of 
the aisle (VFX 136/03) 


CHARLIE -- . 137 


at the end of the aisle. He watches from the shadows as Boots 
leads Murray and Anabel away. 


BOOTS 
C'mon. We're going to Claudia's. 


Boots does her best pit bull impression. Murray and Anabel 
pretend to be frightened and back away. 


cs 
« 


i. MURRAY 
+ Oh, no. lLawdy, no! 


ANABEL 
What's to become of us? 


BACK IN THE SHADOWS 138 


Charlie looks down and sees Duchess. (VFX 138/01) He pockets 
Duchess in the same pocket with the wand, and moves to follow 
after them. (VFX 138/02 - Finger Puppet) 


EXT. PARK/BOAT LAKE - NIGHT 139 


- Oliver still in bronze. Pigeons are having a field day on his 
head. 


EXT. CLAUDIA'S MANSION - NIGHT (VEX 140/01 - Matte?) 140 
Boots prods Murray & Anabel toward the mansion's forbidding 

front gates. Murray has his hands clasped and is still 

"begging" not to be taken inside. Anabel follows suit. 

ACROSS THE STREET<--<- 141 


hiding behind a some objet de jetty, Charlie watches them enter. 
INT. CLAUDIA'S MANSION/PARLOUR 142 


Anabel and Murray stand by the hearth while Claudia and Boots 
confer. Claudia's body language is fiercely angry. Near the 
sofa is a large flat wicker basket with a satin pillow 
monogrammed "Boots." The box of 299 wands is in the archway to 
the foyer, next to the armoured statue. The clock reads 11:15. 


CLAUDIA 
What were you thinking, bringing them 
here? 
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BOOTS 
(nervously chewing on 
a sock) 
But... but... 


ors CLAUDIA 
But nothing. Poochkins, I told you to 
fetch me one measly wand and you failed 
to do it, didn't you? 


BOOTS 
They wouldn't tell me. But, they'll 
tell you ‘cause they're scared to death 
of you. 


During the above, Murray has spotted the box of wands in the 
foyer. He nudges Anabel. 


MURRAY 
~ I just need a way... a chance to get to 
"BM ate 


Anabel listens to him. They speak quietly while Claudia and 
Boots confer. : 


CLAUDIA 
hearing MURMURING from her captives, shoots Anabel a look. 
- CLAUDIA 
ja Eh? What's that? Care to share it with 
the rest of the class? 


Claudia cups Anabel's face in her hands. 


CLAUDIA 

Look me in the eye, princess. 
MURRAY 

Don't! 
CLAUDIA 


Skin like this. So perfect, so soft...I - 
haven't had skin like this in two 
hundred years... 


MURRAY 
Don't talk to her, Anabel. Don't even 
look at her. 


CLAUDIA 
{to Anabel) 
My wand? Where is it? You'‘know, don't 
you? 


MURRAY 
Don't make eye contact. 
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CLAUDIA 
Enjoy the story of Cinderella, do we? 


At the mention of "Cinderella", Murray gets the tiniest germ of 
an idea. The menrion of "Cinderella" also tricks Anabel to look 


ie into Claudia's eyes. 
CLAUDIA 
It's all right. I love that story too. 
I especially relate to the step-sisters. 
Tell you what. Pick a wish. Any wish. 
MURRAY 
Anabel, don't. It's a trick. 
CLAUDIA 
Oh hush. 
(to Anabel) 
Surely darling, a wish comes to mind. 
~ Creatures your age... every turn of the 
“ thead gives birth to a new longing. 
Anabel strains to keep from responding. Claudia's patience is 
visibly tested. 
CLAUDIA 
Very well! If need be, I will choose. 
This child wishes... 
Claudia seems stumped for a moment. With a timid hesitancy, 
—_ Boots raises her hand. 
BOOTS 
...to be a great dancer? 
Anabel averts her eyes. Claudia grins, sensing that Boots hit 
a nerve. 
: CLAUDIA 
Bingo! 
MURRAY 
Claudia, don't do it! 3 
Too late. With a sweeping gesture, Claudia's fingers extend 143 
in Anabel's direction. A dark’ and spiralling rope-like dervish 
shoots out towards Anabel. She tries to run from it but, before 
she can, it's too late. Her legs are engulfed, rooted in 
Claudia's dark magical pull. She struggles, barely able to 
move. (VEX 143/01) 
ANABEL 
Murray? What's happening? 
nt, 
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Suddeniy the dark dervish around her feet dissipates. 144 
(VEX 144/01) Anabel finds she's in a pair of ballet shoes. 
Her feet are no longer hers to control; they begin to dance. 


7 CLAUDIA 
Careful what you wish... 


Anabel hears MUSIC, turns to the far end of the ballroom. 


An orchestra materialiZes, (VFX 145/01) as if Claudia's 145 
broken music box had come to life, turning slowly on a spring- 
driven turntable. Led by a CONDUCTOR in black tie and tails 
whose back is to us, Tchaikovsky's DANCE OF THE SUGAR PLUM 
FAIRIES fills the room. (Playback begins: Approx. 2:00) 


Anabel's feet carry her off to the foyer-ballroom floor. Rather 
than enjoying it, she's disoriented, frightened. 


ANABEL 
~ My feet! Murray, please help. I can't 
" "stop. 


CLAUDIA 
Ah, but you can... soon as you come 
clean and tell me where in this wretched 
city you've stashed my wand. 


Claudia looks out at Anabel, dancing alone. Murray's eyes veer 
to the wands. While Claudia is distracted, Murray attempts to 
make his move, sneaking away out of the hall towards the wands. 


CLAUDIA 
What's wrong with this picture? 
Something's off. Dancing all alone... 
how much fun is that? 


CLAUDIA 146 


as if she had eyes in the back of her head, casts her arm 
backward, throwing the same spell towards Murray in the other 
room. WE HEAR him SCREAM off screen (VFX 146/01) 


THE ARCHWAY 147 


Murray's feet are moving, but not of their own accord. He 
enters in tights and ballet slippers, bizarrely sliding across 
the floor "on point". His feet spin him unwillingly to join 
Anabel in an improbable pax de deux. Claudia looks satisfied, 
but Boots appears worried. 


BOOTS 
Claudia... we can't leave them dancing 
forever. 


CLAUDIA 
They won't last long. 
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BOOTS 
Right. Right. Right. 


Boots cocks her head, scratches behind her ear. 


— CLAUDIA 
The only question is which one will be 
the first to crack. My money's on the 
midget. 


Claudia savors the sight of her captives as they execute a 
particularly exquisite move. Murray is on point. 


CLAUDIA 
We have a fabulous conductor.... 


THE BANDSTAND TURNTABLE COMES AROUND 148 


to reveal THE CONDUCTOR is none other than a sinister, devilish 
CLONE of. Claudia. The real Claudia exits the ballroom as 
CONDUCTOR CLAUDIA changes the tempo. (VFX 148/01 - composite?) 
With theichange, the turntable starts to spin faster, and so do 
Murray and Anabel. 


EXT. MANSION 149 


Charlie climbs over the tall fence that surrounds the property. 
He sneaks up to the barred windows which face the parlor. 


CHARLIE'S POV--- THE ROOM IS EMPTY 150 
3 The faint strains of the MUSIC can be heard from inside. 
Charlie MOVES to the next window. He reacts. 
CHARLIE'S POV--- THE FOYER Lon 
the inexplicably strange sight of Anabel and Murray doing an 
exhausting dance together. 
CHARLIE 
What the ...? 
Charlie cranes his neck, gets a look at the rotating orchestra. 
Searching, Charlie finds no easy way in. 
FOYER ~- ANABEL AND MURRAY 
Exhausted, but forced by the music and the spell to go faster 
and faster. * 
MURRAY 
That way, closer to the wands. 
ANABEL 
I want to ...but my feet won't go that 
way. 
a 
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The music becomes faster. Murray and anabel's feet have no 
choice by to follow. The bandstand turntable Spins faster still. 
Sparks fly from underneath. 


MURRAY'S POV -- THE WANDS 


so close, yet so far. Claudia's directing the reluctant Boots to 
blow on the fire. 
MURRAY 
If we can figure out away to distract 
Claudia long enough... 
EXT. MANSION -- 2ND FLOOR 152 
Charlie has struggled up a drainpipe. the drainpipe loosens, 
pulling away from the house. 
Charlie almost plummets, managing to grab onto the vines to keep 
from toppling back. The vines begin to give. 
INT. PARLOUR | 153 
Boots appears skittish, ambivalent. Claudia peers into the foyer 
observing the dancing. 
CLAUDIA 
Amazing. Still on their feet. time to 
pull out the big guns. 
—~ FOYER -- CONDUCTOR CLAUDIA 
launches into a RUSSIAN THEME. Anabel and Murray start doing the 
strenuous,near-impossible Russian Sabre Dance. The turntable is 
- spinning now like a carousel gone mad. 
CLAUDIA : 154 
waits, full of confidence. The MUSIC is suddenly DROWNED OUT by 
the sound of ANABEL SCREAMING. 
ANABEL 
NOOOOOO0O00! I give up! 
Claudia smiles, self-satisfied. Boots follows her into the 
foyer. The bandstand'’s gone, and Murray holds onto Anabel, who 
pulls away, trying to run to Claudia. 
: ANABEL 
I_give up, I'll tell everything! 
MURRAY 
(is he horrified?) 
Anabel, don't! 
CLAUDIA 
—_— 


I believe we have a winner! 
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Murray makes an effort to hold on to Anabel, Dut she squizms 
free. Claudia is pleased as Anabel runs to her, leaving Murray 
behind. But they share an unnoticed glance, indicating the 
"rift" is part of a larger scheme. 


es CLAUDIA 
Come with me to the parlour. I'll take 
care of all your wishes. 
(to Boots) 
You stay with twinkletoes. 


Claudia removes a mace from an armored statue and hands it to 
Boots, who is thrown off balance by the weight as it crashes to 
the floor. 


CLAUDIA 
If he makes a move for the wands, give 
him a taste of this. 
(to Anabel) 
Oh you poor darling. You must be 
exhausted. Can I get you something. A 
little brandy?...milk?...Both? 


a, 


EXT. 2ND FLOOR. WINDOW ies) 


Charlie holding onto the window, scrambles for a foothold. A 
clap of thunder and lightring. It starts to RAIN. 


INT. FOYER . 156 


Claudia tries to maintain an even-temper with Anabel, seated on 
the sofa. 


CLAUDIA 
Okay, now, just between us girls, where 
is it? Where's the wand? 


ANABEL 
Central Park. 
(off Claudia's look) 
Near the boat lake. 


CLAUDIA 
Its precise location? If I take you, 
you'll show me, won't you? 


ANABEL 
There's something I want in return. 


CLAUDIA 
(aside) 
It's always something. 
{to Anabel sweetly) 
What? You want to go home? 


ANABEL 
No. But it was very sweet to think of it. 
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CLAUDIA 
Sweet. That's me. Now, what's the 
request? 


—_~ “ ANABEL 
I want you to use your incredible 
powers. I want you to release my father 
from the magic spell that Murray totally 
screwed up. 


Claudia delights in hearing of Murray's failed magic. 


CLAUDIA 
Classic, isn't it, that I'd be having to 
mop up his mess. That's what you get 
when you send a man to do a woman's job. 


ANABEL 
(on a roll) 
™ Oh well. Wait'll you hear the details. 
“You won't believe the things he did. 


. 
t 


Behind her back she signals Murray to get moving. Claudia's 


vindictive ego is engaged; she has to hear more. 
INT. BALLROOM 


Boots guards Murray with the mace, whose eyes look beyond, 
the tantalizing wands. 


eee MURRAY 
Your shoelace is untied. 
(off her unwavering 
stare) 
Okay, maybe not. 


BOOTS 
* You can't fool me. I'm gonna be a witch. 


MURRAY 
Believe me, Bootsie, I've known witches 
and you're no witch! 


BOOTS 
Maybe not yet but I can be trained. 
Claudia promised me. 


MURRAY 
You poor gullible mutt. She's lying. 


BOOTS . 
She'd never lie to me. She's my friend. 
My best friend. And I'm hers. 


MURRAY 
_ Why don't you go and ask Claudia how 
ae many broken hearted tykes are out there 
thanks to her? 
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Boors certainly knows all this but Murray has put it in a new 
context. She turns to eavesdrop on her boss. 


THE PARLOUR--- CLAUDIA 158 


talking. Boots appears at the arch. Claudia sits on the couch, 
playing a child's handgame. Boots eyes her friend with a 
slightly suspicious eye. 


MURRAY 159 


tip-toeing toward the wands. Murray back over, and shoulder, 
and up. 


EXT. 2ND FLOOR WINDOW--- CHARLIE & Duchess IN THE RAIN 160 


sets the wand down to manipulate the rusty hardware which 
secures the window's opening. Duchess peers out from Charlie's 
coat pocket. (VFX 160/01 - Oversize Puppet). More lightning. 
((Lightning - Practical) ) 


MURRAY i 161 


checks to see that Anabel's still with Claudia, worried that she 
can only stall her for so long and double checks that Boots is 
not watching. 


CHARLIE 162 


makes headway. The window is loosened, but not enough. Duchess 
crawls around, getting in Charlie's way. (VFX 162/01) 


CHARLIE 
C'mon Duchess. Out of my way. Giddy up. 


SUDDENLY, the WINDOW slips open about twelve inches. Duchess 
and Charlie see Murray and vice versa. Murray's face brightens 
when he sees the wand. He puts his finger to his lips motioning 
to be quiet, then gestures to him that Claudia and Anabel are in 
the other room, to stay hidden and drop the wand to him. 

Charlie doesn't quite get it, gestures back confusion and tries 
to repeat Murray's "instructions". He gets it wrong, Murray 
impatiently starts to "explain" again. 


OMITTED 163 


Charlie "answers" becomes so confused that he loses his 164 
footing and falls. He grabs a curtain. Charlie SWINGS down, 

his fall broken only by the good fortune of having crashed 
Murray. Charlie's okay but Murray is dazed, knocked flat. 
Charlie's still got the wand. 


Reverse - Duchess looks down at Charlie as he falls in or after 
he is in and she quickly turns to run. (VFX 164/01 - Oversize 
Puppet) 


. 
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hears it. So do Claudia and Anabel. While her captors respond 
to the commotion, eager to investigate, Anabel hangs back, 
momentarily.alone, looks calculatingly at the wand box. More 


lightning, but the rain stops. ((Lightning - Practical) ) 


INT. FOYER 166 


(SEX 166/01) First comes Boots. The drape is down. A chair is 
knocked over. Murray appears alone, bruised, rumpled, dazed. 


* 


Hidden behind the other drapery, Charlie kneels, holding his 
breath, still stinging from the fall, clutching Murray's 
battered wand. 


Boots, her senses aroused, cocks her head, sniffs with 
suspicion, swinging her mace. Claudia enters, slowly rollin 
newspaper 


z CLAUDIA 
i Weren't you supposed to watch him? 


BOOTS 
Right, Tight, right. 


_ CLAUDIA 


rolled up newsps 
Bad girl, bad girl. Now dra 
of wands over tothe, fire. 


that chest 


Boots skulks away whimperi oes as she's told, putting the 

mace on top of the box. ’ 
LAUDIA 

ng to Murray) 

: trying to leave? I 

thought we were having fun. 


Having dragged the “box only a few feet, Boots stops her action 
to rest, panting at the effort, then she's distracted by a 
scent. ,She looks’all around. (VFX 166/01 ~- Oversize Puppet) 


Behind Claudia, Charlie peers out, concealed behind the 
curtains. «He gestures to Murray, looking for an opening to slip 
him the wand. Boots sniffs, looks up to the window. Duchess is 


gone. 


EXT. MANSION NIGHT 167 


Duchess runs across the wet pavement. (VFX 167/01) Reaching the 
gate, Duchess pauses to look both ways, then runs away up the 
jetty towards the city. (VFX 167/02) Lightning. 
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INT. BALLROOM 16a 


Claudia's feet pace the floor, nearly stepping on Charlie's 
baseball cap. Murray is desperate to keep her from seeing it. 
During the -following dialogue, he moves Charlie's hat with his 
foot, and at the same time tries to keep her from seeing Anabel 
near the wands. 


CLAUDIA 

Don't worry about being a miserable flop 
as an F.G.. I'm phasing all of you out 
anyway. 


MURRAY 
(imitating her) 
"I'm phasing all of you out anyway." 


CLAUDIA 
How dare you mock me? 


o 


Hl MURRAY 
‘ “How dare you mock me." 

CLAUDIA 
Cut that out! 


MURRAY 
"Cut that ou... ™ 


CLAUDIA 
—~ (grabbing his face) 
Watch it Murray. You're talking to the 
future Queen of Darkness. 


MURRAY 
You don't seem so confident about that. 
Look at those worry lines. 


She goes to the mirror, with modified nonchalance. 


CLAUDIA 
You're a liar! Ordinarily I like liars, 
but in your case... 


MURRAY | 
I'm not lying. They're right next to 
the wart that's forming. 


CLAUDIA 
Wart?! 


MURRAY 
I've got a lighter if you want to burn 
it off. 
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CLAUDIA 
(casually, contemptuous) 
Murray, right about now... I could just 
about break every bone in your body. 


MURRAY 
(mimicking her) 


"Murray, right about now I could just 
about..." 
ZAP! LAUDIA'S FINGERS EXTEND 168A 


and before Murray knows what hit him, ALL HIS BONES ARE GONE. 
Still standing for a moment, Murray looks stricken, then 
collapses in a rubbery heap. 


CLAUDIA 
Men were always like putty in my hands. 


Murray squirms, tries to speak, but his jawless mouth.,can only 
gurgle. * 


4 
r 


CLAUDIA 
Oh! So now you want to talk? 


Murray catches Charlie's eye and he tries to plead for-help. 
Charlie, horrified, backs up and gestures for Murray net to 
reveal his whereabouts. Suddenly, rray's squirmy, boneless 
carcass is lifted up in the air. i 


Well, well... ve we here? 


ni worm... at least we 
ing to be flexible. 


A big juicy 
know © ‘re w 


7 


y to the ceiling like one 


laudia flings. urray'.s head repeated 
of those paddle=and=ball toys. 


CLAUDIA 
Much as I'd love to play rope-a-dope 
with you... 


Claudia lets Murray go flying. She 2APS HIM IN MID-AIR. Murray 
lands hard, bones restored to normal. 


CLAUDIA 
-». now is the time for all good men and 
little girls to spill the beans. 
(suddenly remembering) 


The girl! 


CLAUDIA'S POV~ ANABEL JUST PAST THE ARMOR. ste oe) 


Just as she's abou Oo grab a wand. 
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CLAUDIA 
Drop it, or else! 


MURRAY 
Anabel! Look out! 


Claudia's fingers extend, about to UNLEASH A SPELL at Anabel, 
when Claudia stops, distracted by the sight of Charlie's 
baseball cap. Curious, Claudia goes to it. 


CHARLIE 170 


SLIDES THE WAND across the floor to Murray. Murray leans to get 
it. Claudia turns. Sees the wand! As Murray's about to make 
the grab, Claudia dives to intercept. They engage in a tug of 
war over its possession. 


Charlie rushes to Murray's aid, piling onto Claudia, trying to 
help. Pulling Claudia back by the hair, Charlie recoils, 
finding he's yanked off her wig. LIGHTNING. 


In the fracas, Murray is ultimately unable to keep hold of the 
wand. Claudia seizes it, emerging triumphant. She grabs the 
wig back and puts it back on her head cock-eyed. 


CLAUDIA 
At last! Still fits like a glove. 
(looking at Murray's 
wand) ; 
What'd you do, Murray? Run over it with 
a tank? 
(to Boots, snapping her 
fingers) 
Now! Get them into the parlor. 


Anabel looks stricken. Murray looks desperate. Boots forces 
them away with the threat of the mace. Claudia passes her 
mirror she notices her wig is crooked, and with a magic look, 
(VFX 170/01 - Reverse print) the wig straightens itself. 
Charlie's eyes drift up to the 2nd floor window. Duchess. 


EXT. BOAT LAKE - NIGHT Lae 


Duchess races along from the street to the bridle path, (VEX 
171/01) arriving at the statue of Oliver. (VFX 171/02 - 
Puppet/Mouse Cam). Lightning. 


DUCHESS’ POV~-- OLIVER 172 


towering overhead, very still. Duchess starts RANTING, ina 
tone that blends a mouse's squeak with a horse's WHINNY. Just 
then, Duchess senses a presence. Looming behind her, poised for 
the kill, the same nightmare kitty that earlier terrorized 
Duchess, back when she was still a horse. (VFX 172/01) 
Lightning. 


She SNARLS, back arched, ready to pounce. 
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As the cat lunges, 
Being chased, 
ps underneath, 


sli 


4 


{cat always live) 
Duchess manages her wa 
(VEX 173/01) The ca 


Ducness 


charges off, 
y to a nearby dumpster, 
GSO fat sto squirm 


under, has Duchess cornered. The cat's paw takes a vicious 
swipe. (VFX 173/02 - Oversize Puppet) 
INT. PARLOR - NIGHT 
A giar.. fire rages. Claudia stands at the chest of wands whic 
has finally been moved to the hearth. 
CLAUDIA 
All. the work, the planning, all the 
magic it took to make my wish come true. 
She turns to her captives, who, seated on the sofa and guarded 
by Boots, and her mace, are looking quite desperate. Anabel's 
eyes shift to the clock. 11:30. 
x MURRAY 
“You got what you were after. You,got 
‘ all the wands. 
CLAUDIA 


Claudia stands before the 
tip of Murray's wand. 


Ah, but the work's not done 
(off his. look 
My power will only be 
wands no longer exist.” 
wands and three-hundred dre 


ash, starting wit 


e when these 
hundred © 
3 turned to 


She it out, blows on it. 


Forgot to bring 


at the thought of it. 


stoking the flames with the 


Murray's eyes wid Claudia seethes. 
CLAUDIA 
So I had’ a few wishes of my own, a few 
needs to satisfy, so what? I'd still be 
a’ fairy godmother today, if not for some 
lowly fairy turning me in, looking to 
ake a name for himself... 
MURRAY 
You don't know what you're talking about. 
CLAUDIA 
I'm over it now. See. I'm in a much 
better place. I feel very ce red. 
Very in control. 
Claudia raises a glass. It bubbles and steams. 
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CLAUDIA 
At times, I think to myself -~- can one 
modest little witch, no matter how 
talented or beautiful, really make a 
difference? But then I think ~-- what if 
Lucrecia Borgia had thrown in the 
towel -- and I go on -- confident that 
one day evil must triumph over good. 


MURRAY 
Very touching if you're a troll. 


Claudia downs the steaming drink, then tosses the glass into the 
fire. Anabel's eyes shift to the clock. 28 minutes to midnight. 
Boots looks at Claudia with dissatisfaction. 


BOOTS 
Claudia? Can I, can I ask you a 
question? 
oe CLAUDIA 
+ No. 
BOOTS 


But... what about... about me? 


CLAUDIA 
You! Is that all you can think about? 
You exist on this planet for the sole 
reason that -in a weak moment when my 
~~ cable went out I chose to tolerate your 
companionship. 


Claudia advances to Boots, who despite her insecurity, stands 
her ground, breathing heavily and scratching her ear.. 


BOOTS 
But I'm... Aren't I your best... 


CLAUDIA 
.. my what? Friend? Is that the word? 
You with your needy looks and twitchy 
ears, your incessant whining and 
scratching? 


BOOTS ° 
Right. Right. Right. 


CLAUDIA 
You who fills the air with an acrid 
stench every time you come in from the 
rain? You who... 


BOOTS 
I got it! I got it! Does this mean 
= you're not making me your partner? 
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ESAS rt = 


CbAUDTA 


She LAUGHS a horrible laugh. 


BOOTS 
You promised. 
: CLAUDIA 
Only a dur tt would believe a witch's 
promise. 
Boots is dumbfounded, and the only sound she can make is a; faint 
guttural BRON Gs er p ysical mannerisms continue a regression, 
becoming icreasingly animal-like. Lightening. 
CLAUDIA 


Don't you take that tone with me! I 
picked you up at the pound and I can 
~ send you back! 


we 


Boots is shattered, pest hing: quivering with: anger, frozen in 
disillusion. She drops mace with a thud. 


Firelight flickers on Claudia's face as she stands before the 175 
flames, ready to release Murray's w | into ‘the inferno. Just 
as she's about to let it rip, Claud 


‘screams. Dropping the 
wand, she looks down to find Boots ing her ankle and 
GROWLING. 


OWWWW ! 


Claudia, kicking at Boots. whimpers like an angry dog. 176 


She runs into the foye 


d cowers under a table with a long 
"skirt. 


4 CLAUDIA 
That's iteyou bitch. I'm having you 
Lixeg! 


Then, ineaofit of anger, Claudia bends over and LAUNCHES A 


SPELL, engulfing Boots under the table in a mean and twisting 
dervish.. (VFX 176/01) Murray turns to Charlie & Anabel. 


MURRAY 
That way! Go! Don't wait for me! 


Charlie grabs Anabel's hand, leading her away. Anabel tugs alae 
Charlie to a detour, to the chest which contains all the other 
wands. 


Murray sees his wand on the floor, part of it erttag having 178 
caught fire. He lunges to recover the fallen wand, but just as 
he does, Claudia's foot comes down on Murray' 5 Hane: hard. The 
wand slips away, rolling across the floor. 
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BOOTS' HUMAN FORM UNDER THE TABLE L793 
visible as an outline squirming frantically (VFX 179/01), Boots 
CHANGES and SHRINKS. When the dervish quickly DISSIPATES, a 
different BOOTS is unveiled, the CANINE BOOTS, fully restored to 
her original self. 


Claudia, crawling on her knees, goes to retrieve the flaming 
wand, Once again she SCREAMS PAINFULLY. This time, it's the 
dog, Boots, biting her in the ass. 


Claudia recoils, and Murray grabs the wand. He works with 180 
comic desperation to put the flame out, finally dunking it ina 
flower vase. He suddenly realizes his sleeve is now on fire. 

In the course of shaking off the flame, he drops the wand. 


Boots snatches the wand. Murray quickly puts out the flame. 
Claudia, rubbing her wound, approaches Boots. 


* CLAUDIA 
“Boots? Drop it at my feet and I'll send 
+ you to the pound with a nice rubber 
mouse. 


Hobbled, beaten, Murray slowly approaches the very skittish 
Boots. 


MURRAY ~ 
(baby talk) 
C'mon Bootsie, poochiepie - want a tummy 
rub. 
CLAUDIA 


Drop it now. 


Murray's hand reaches out. From her point of view, they both 
look like gigantic, desperate, dangerous maniacs. 


Boots looks confused and ambivalent, reluctant to give up the 
wand to either one of them. 


BY THE FRONT DOOR 181 


Charlie and Anabel struggle, lugging the heavy chest of wands, 
attempt their escape. Anabel hesitates, turns back. 


ANABEL 
We can't just leave Murray? 


CHARLIE 
You heard what he said. 


IN THE PARLOR--- ue = 182 


Claudia, in desperate panic, approaches Boots with a 
conciliatory look. 


’ 
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Seg OLR 403 
Boots runs, heads up the grand stai ise which dominates the 
foyer. n a rage, Claudia charges after her, tossing over a 
table which causes Murray to take a tumble. 
(SFX 183/01 -= Reverse Print -- Composite? Claudia sits on the 
bannister and with lightening speed slides UP the bannister to 
the top of the stairs where she lands in a menacing position. 
Boots stops; reversing course, she runs back down landing in 
the arms of Murray, almost knocking him down. 
CLAUDIA 
Com back here! 
CLAUDIA'S EYES 184 
widen with rage. 
med CLAUDIA 
- Good riddance to you both..;. 
Claudia takes aim a hem and lets fly wi a VISIBLY DARK AND 
POWERFUL SPELL (VFX 184/01). Lightning. 
MURRAY 185 


rolls with Boots, 
fire. They. do, 
the wall. 


looking to get, 


ef the line of Claudia's 
but Murray gets his 


id bonked as he rolls into 


CLAUDIA'S SPELL 


flies straight into the GI 
Boots were standing. «7 


at Claudia. 


CLAUDIA 


(VFX 18 


186 


MIRROR behind where Murray and 
of her spell come blasting back 


187 


has a look of terror as the SPELL sucks her off the stairs (VFX 


187/01) and pulls her across the room INTO THE MIRROR (VEX 
187/02} Lightning, 
MURRAY 188 
dazed, lies on the floor just beneath the enormous mirror. He 
hears a MUFFLED SHRIEKING and sees that Claudia is no longer up 
at the top of th ail. 
MURRAY'S POV--- CLAUDIA IN THE MIRROR 189 
coming large above him, trapped, ranting, pounding with he 
fists from inside the mirror, trying to get out. She glares a 
Murray with fury. Murray gazes at her. (VFX 189/01) 
CLAUDIA 
Do something, you idiot, get me out! 
Damn you! 
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Murray Sees the grandfather clock (11:43) and realizes there's 


no time to lose. Claudia keeps pounding, each blow causing the 
mirror to rattle. Murray holds up his wand and waves it at her 


gleefully. 
—. ae 
MURRAY 
Mirror, mirror on the wall. Now who's 
the smartest of them all? 
CLAUDIA 
I am. I am. 
Suddenly, Claudia's eyes look down, and the mirror pulls away 
from the wall. Murray pushes Boots out of harm's way just as 
the MIRROR falls to the floor hitting the frame on its corner, 
and SMASHES the mirror in a hundred pieces. (VFX 189/02 (Frame 
falls back against the wall)). 
A HUNDRED CLAUDIA VOICES 
“ (tinny) 
“We are! We are! 
Murray savors the moment. 
EXT. MANSION (CONTINUOUS) (VFX 190/01 - Matte) | 190 
As Anabel and Charlie lug the wands through the front gate, to 
the street. Anabel turns back, shares a worried look with 
Charlie. Where's Murray? 
ae BOOTS sgcae 
emerges from the mansion, running down the front path, alone. 
Anabel and Charlie share a momentary sense of dread. Then, a 
- second later, Murray emerges. He runs to them, holding up his 
hand. Murray's got his battle-scarred magic wand. 
a . MURRAY 
C'mon. We got 10 minutes to make it 
uptown. C'mon I can use this wand to 
get us to the park. 
Murray looks at the wand and then at the skeptical kids. 
MURRAY 
(on second thought 
waving the wand) 
TAXI! 
They look up the jetty. A yellow cab is parked at the corner. 
It comes forward at the signal. 
ANABEL 
What about Claudia? 
~ MURRAY 


Claudia? She went to pieces. 


2 
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seemesnnanenmnmaenasegnemmeene ener 


INT. MANSION/ FOYER 


AD 
Bo 


f- 


The foyer floor is strewn with pieces of the fallen mirror. 


£ 


a CLAUDIA'S VOICE 
My chin? Where's my chin? 


Each of the scattered shards features a FRAGMENT OF CLAUDIA, 
still very mich alive. Two fingers reaching out, a foot 
kicking, etc., pieces of a living jigsaw puzzle. A piece of her 
mouth, lips continuing to RANT. (VEX 192/01) 


CLAUDIA 


MURRRRRAY ! 


EXT. PARK 193 


Oliver is about to be tagged by a crew of graffiti vandals. 


DUCHESS * 194 


” 


is backed'tup against the wall as a giant paw keeps Swiping at 
her, getting closer and closer (VFX 194/01] - Oversize Puppet) 


EXT. MANSION j 195 


At the wheel of the taxi, a CABBIE, 
and Charlie set the wands in the 
the backseat with Boots. 


ips the meter, while Murray 
of the taxi. Anabel's in 


AS IT PULLS AWAY 196 


death. Don't 


CHARLIE 


Yeah, triple the meter if you make it 
before midnight. 


EXT ...CENTRAL PARK/BOAT LAKE L97 
Oliver's legs are being spray painted. The cat remains 
relentless, paw lashing out, sharp claws coming closer to poor 
Duchess with each swipe. (VFX 197/01 - Oversize Puppet) 

EXT. MANHATTAN STREETS - NIGHT 198 


From above, one taxi can be seen bypassing buses and cars, 
running red lights, nearly avoiding a collision. HORNS are 
HONKING. (Note: wet streets) 
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EXT. /INT. TAXI SPEEDING THROUGH A RED LIGHT ooo 
Boots' face hangs out the window, enjoying the breeze, 

ales Charlie sees the clock atop a skyscraper: 11:56. 
EXT. BOAT LAKE/CENTRAL PARK 200 


‘The taxi rips into the park. 

The Cabbie cuts the wheel, driving down a wet footpath. 

The TAXI comes to a SCREECHING HALT, right near the statues. 201] 
Murray has the cabbie wait as they rush out. Charlie runs to 


the statue, followed by Boots. Lightning. 


Murray pulls her along toward the statue, keeping up a stoic, 
never~say-die determination. 


ea MURRAY 
“Here goes! Help me. Get a picture in 
' your head... 
Holding out his wand, brimming with confidence. 


BOOTS 202 


stops. She sniffs, turns. 


DUCHESS : ‘ 203 
~~ 
under the dumpster. (VFX 203/01 - Oversize Puppet) The cat 
paws at her from one side. Then Duchess hears BARKING: 
- DUCHESS’ POV---BOOTS 204 
arrives at the other side of the dumpster, nosing around. 
MURRAY . 205 
concentrates, as the CLOCK STARTS TO CHIME MIDNIGHT. 
OLIVER 206 
still solid as a rock. CHIME. 
MURRAY 207 
turns to Anabel and sells her a look of rock-solid, can-do 
confidence, then, privately, as he winds-up, preparing to launch 
his magic, we see that he's scared to death. 
MURRAY : 
I hope we're in time... Here goes. 
voi, 
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ee AShPERSn streets 


MURRAY 


raises 
sky in 


= 


his wa 


nd. 
series of tai-chi- 


CHI 


ME. 


Mu “pate 


ap 


ray's wind sweeps across the nig 
like movements. CHIME. 


aon 


MURRAY 
Shhbhh-booocooom. 


on 
aa 


HE S 


TATU 


G 


remains frozen. 


E OF OLIVER 


Unchanged. Charlie and Anabel turn back to 
Murray. CHIME. Murray steps forward, joining them, looking 
profoundly anguished and defeated. Intense quiet. 
CHARLIE 
That's it? 
MURRAY 
['m washed up. I.... got nothin' lefr. 
er ANABEL 
:; What! How can you say that Ligten to 
1@, Murray. We made it thi far, you 
can't quit now. 
MURRAY 
You both deserved bette 
ANABEL : 
You granted-me one wish, r it? You 
told me to keep it’ simple, right. 
How's this for ? That's my 


father! 
Okay? 


I wis 
Nothing 


ANABEL 
“We want you to get him back, that's all. 
MURRAY 
wish I could. 

ANABEL 

Murray, remember last night when you 

told me you wanted to be a first rate 

fairy godmother? 

Murray nods. 

ANABEL : 

I believed in you then and I still do. 
MURRAY 

That makes one of us. 
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209 


CHARLIE 
One and a half. 


ANABEL 
Remember what Hortense said? Let it 


aos come from a different place. 
Murray takes her hand. Anabel turns to Charlie, urging his 
participation. 
ANABEL 
Here, let's all hold hands. You too 
Charlie. 
CHARLIE 
Do I have to? 
ANABEL 
Yes. Now "see" the wish.... 
Charlie takes the leap of faith, joining hands with Murray. 
The cris bee their heads for a moment, eyes closed, hands 
tightly grasped, concentrating as if in prayer. 
BOOTS 210 
stops BARKING, moves to hide behind Murray's legs, looks up. 
ANABEL AND CHARLIE ‘ 211 
_- look up and feel the wind gently change. 
THE STATUE OF OLIVER--- 212 
begins 6 change, shifting its entire surface. (VFX 212/01) 
MURRAY--~ | 213 
untenses, anxiety giving way to an indescribably sense of relief. 
UNDER THE DUMPSTER--- DUCHESS 214 
still cowering. (VEX 214/01 - Oversize Puppet) ; 
THE CABBIE 215 
reads the Post, never looking up. 
THE BOAT LAKE | ; 216 
suddenly, with a THUNDEROUS VOLCANIC RUMBLING... 
ANABEL . Zit 
oie frightened, looks up to Murray, who offers both reassurance and 


a look of affectionate gratitude. 
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Ae SAR NNreTE ey ninmmntreeryeererar—n ee 


THE DUMPSTER 


213 
Starts RATTLING. (Practical Dumpster) ‘The cat backs up. 
THE PUMPKIN-- 219 
An instant dervish overtakes the pumpkin. (VEX 219/01) 
ANABEI 229 
runs, closer to Oliver, followed by Charli 
OLIVER 221 
The statue tranforms into the real live Oliver. (VEX 223/91) 
ANABEL AND CHARLIE 222 
They a e af aid yet amazed. 
THE DUMPSTER 223 
rises up and tips over, CRASHING DOWN to.,reveal Duchess, now 
restored to her former equine glory. {VFX 223/01) She rears 
up, and the cat turns tail, racing aw Boots runs away. 
The dervish wafts away and the pun 1 is now a COACH once 224 
more. (VFX 224/01) 
ANABEL AND CHARLIE 225 


both look up. Anabel's s ‘ould light up a room as she sees: 


OLIVER 226 


dusty and dazed, but 
Kneeling on the ground, 


a father made of flesh and blood. 
ver holds his head. 


e, 


ANABEL 


Dad! 


Oliver looks bewildered to see Anabel running up to him, 
followed by Charlie. Before he knows what hit him, Anabel is 
leaping to embrace him, with a strangle-hold hug. 


OLIVER 
Anabel? 

ANABEL 
Oh, Dad... Bad. 


Charlie joins in too, hugging Oliver. 


CHARL 
Wow! We got you back! We did it! 


OLIVER 
Back? From where? 
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Giiver turns and sees nis coach to the left, and Duchess 
approaching form the right. He's confused 
g , 


ANABEL 
' 
wes at Ss really you! 
OLIVER 
Of course it's me. Honey, what is goin' 
on? What are we doing here, in the... 
wnat time is it? 
(realizing) 
The callback. I was Supposed to be at 
the Palace at... 
Oliver checks his pocketwatch and reacts. 
OLIVER 
I gotta call Jeri. This ‘is so strange. 
Did something happen to me? 
Charlie looks to Anabel, then to Oliver. 
CHARLIE 
Nah. Not really. 
Anabel, overjoyed, gives her father another hug. 
ANABEL 
We did it! My wish worked! 
—~ OLIVER 
Hmmm? Did what? 
(touching her hair) 
Honey, your ribbon. Where---? 
ANABEL 
Wait here! You gotta meet Murray. He's 
" right over... 
Anabel and Charlie turn back. 
ANABEL'S POV--- A GRASSY SPOT 227 
where Murray stood, only a cluster of trees and the SOUND of 
LEAVES RUSTLING in the wind. Boots, the taxi, all gone. 
ANABEL 
Murray!? 
Anabel runs to where Murray stood, followed by Charlie. She 
looks at Charlie, troubled and saddened. 
CHARLIE 
It's okay Anabel. 
ANABEL 
wm 


But I didn't even get to say thanks, or 
goodbye, or anything. 
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APN errr 


Charlie puts an arm arcund her in 


a snow of 


UPPOrt that, for 


him, is very rare. Anabel suddenly feels s 
mouth. Feeling around, Anabel reveals a ga 
Shows off that loose tooth. Charlie smi 


CHARLIE 

to me. 
(off her look) 
So you don't lose it. 


Give ew 


ANABEL 
I'm gonna miss Murray. 


CHARLIE 
I'm happy for the guy. je 
one right. 


final 


OLIVER 
(approachin 
talkin’ about 


1 


- Who you 


we 


ANAI 


EL 


omething odd in her 
p-toothed grin as she 


les. 


LY ‘got 


told 


Oliver doesn't appear to recall right away. 


CHARLIE 
Anabel's fairy godmoth 


you about him, Last night. 


,Murray. 


OLIVER 
Ah, right, sure. with the magic 
wand, right? 
Dad... he’: In fact, the 
city's fu 


Pp 
willingly indulge. sAnabel”s 


yLeased to see how big brother Charlie 


‘fantasy’. 
OLIVER 
Right, =. Yes. Of course. 
Oliver picks up Anabel and puts her in the coach. 
OLIVER . 
C'mon Duchess... let's get these guys 
home. 
DUCHESS ~ MOMENTS LATER 228 
She leads her coach down the path toward the south end of the 
pares The skyscrapers that stretch beyond the ‘forest’, sparkle 
like a modern, and magical, fairy tale kingdom. 


ly.com == 


4 o£ § 8 


¢ & 


EXT. PALACE THEATER - OPENING NIGHT - DAYS LATER 229 


Searchlights, taxis, limos, etc. VIP's arriving at the Palace, 
opening night for "TWO CITIES", starring Tony Sable. 


INT. PALACE THEATER - NIGHT 230 


Packed house, mostly black tie, abuzz with anticipation. 
Orchestra tunes up. 


BACKSTAGE--- ANABEL, CHARLIE AND JERI eo. 


in their finest attire, searching around backstage. Jeri smiles 
fondly at the sight of a proper COACHMAN. It's OLIVER, doing a 
small vocal warm up as Sable passes by. 


SABLE 
Warming up for your one line in the 
_ second act? 


Oliver has too much class to reply. 


JERI 
(to Sable) 
There's no shame in being understudy. 
I'm sure you'll be one again. 


JERI & OLIVER . 232 


During Oliver's next speech, Anabel and Charlie come up to show 

_ their dad his name in the Playbill. In the background Sable is 
in a shouting match with Lord Richard. Now that Tony has the 
part his ego is unchained. 


OLIVER 
Look at Sable! He was in PHANTOM for 
six years, never missed a curtain. The 
only way I'll ever be the lead in this 
show would if Sable were to suddenly... 
. I don't know, kick the bucket? I mean, 
what are the odds of that? 


Anabel considers this remark, turns to look for Charlie. . 
CHARLIE Zag 
watches as stagehands wheel the guillotine and the bucket past 
him, set into place near the curtain. The overture starts up. 
Anabel comes over to Charlie and whispers something in his ear. 
Charlie looks puzzled. 


ANABEL 


C'mon Charlie. Just try.’ 
CHARLIE 
pee . Do I say the wish, or just think it? 
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PETER yHniteeeemmtnti heron 


ANABEL 
Doesn't matter. Just do it. 


Charlie ‘thinks' it, looks to Anabel to confirm it. Jeri 
catches up with them. 


= JERI 
C'mon kids, we better get to our seats. 
Show's just about to start. 


harlie looks to Anabel with uncertainty as they head down some 
steps. They pass a curtained fire exit, down a corridor leading 
to the orchestra. Holding on the darkness of the fire-doo 
alcove, a solitary figure enters from the street. Though 
Silhouetted, the outline of someone clutching a ‘stick!’ in 
unmistakable, 


IN THE ORCHESTRA~--- CHARLIE AND ANABEL 234 


The over®ure continues, 


BACKSTAGE+-- MURRAY 235 


full of easy-going confidence. He turns his attention to Sable 
who's bitching at the wardrobe mistress. Cast and crew 
scramble, preparing for the curtain to rise. Murray takes a 
look over to the cast members waitd to go on, and sees Oliver. 
Murray clutches his wand, closes ayes. 


* MURRAY 
Shhhhhh- booo0000 


Sable marches toward stage 
SUDDENLY, SABLE TRIPS, KICK 
~wild fall. 


RILY MUTTERING to himself. 
OVER THE BUCKET. Sable takes a 


MURRAY 236 
blows "smoke" of e wand, gunslinger-style, holsters it. 
SABLE 237 


clutches his leg. Then, realizes what's at stake, jumps ap 
nearly slipping again. Lord Richard, panicked, runs in from the 
winds. 


SABLE 
I'm O.K. I'm fine. 


LORD RICHARD 
You were never O.K. in my book, yo 
bleating ham. Somebody take his jacket, 
repeat the overture and open the mike 

for an announcement. 


In the b.g. Sable is telling his agent to sue, and in pursuit o 
Lord Richard hits the bucket all over again. 
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PUSHING IN ON OLIVER ree 


all eyes are on him. A shadowy figure leaving the theater 
through the fire door fleetingly catches Oliver's eye. Fifteen 
people surround Oliver in a frenzy. 


N 

THE AUDIENCE _ 239 
settles as the curtain begins to rise. Anabelwand Charlie sit 
back, along with Jeri. The streets of PARIS come alive on 

Stage. Enter Sydney Carton... 

ANABEL'S POV--- OLIVER 240 
in the spotlight, full of star presence as he begins "THE BEST 
OF TIMES, THE WORST OF TIMES". Anabel looks to Charlie, who is 
equally stunned. Jeri too. Looking around, Anabel's eyes catch 
sight of: 

MURRAY . 

huddled in the wings, feeling an awesome sense of pride and 
relief. 

ANABEL 

turns her applause, aiming it toward Murray. 

MURRAY 

ee in turn, puts his wand to his lips and, in a gesture of 
affection, tips it toward Anabel. A few heads block Anabel's 
view momentarily. When she regains a clear line of sight --- 
MURRAY IS GONE! 
EXT. THE PALACE - NIGHT | 241 
Tucking the wand inside his overcoat, Murray walks away from the 
Palace, heads toward the lights of Times Square. The underscore 
segues to the end of "Two Cities". 
OLIVER (V.0.) 
",..a far, far better thing that I do 
now..." 

INT. THEATER ~ NIGHT 242 
The curtain comes down on the closing bars which bring the 
audience to its feet during the last notes. 

Anabel and Charlie are standing on the seat to get a better 

view. Oliver takes his bow, and blows a kiss their way. Anabel 
claps with all her heart, watching proudly as her wish comes 
true. 
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RENN i emeeyprtemisenrersncntn 


OR ee oe a 


SA 


dad amas 
THRO 
247 
EXT. TIMES SQUARE NIGHT 2474 
Amid a sea of people, Murray walks the brightly lit sidewalk, 
wand in hand, with an easy-going confidence in his stride. 
Coming to a corner, Murray waits for the light. A cop stands 
there too, idly tossing his nig tsitck in the air and catching 
it. Murray starts doing the same with his wand, tossing it, 
catching it, feeling great. Kid with a BOOMBOX on his shoulder 
steps up too, waiting. From the kid's radio, MUSIC of an @arly 
doo-wop classic, The Chords’ joyful ode to wish fulfillment, SH- 
BOOM. Murray smiles. 
"Life could be a dream, sh-boom. 
If only all our precious plans 
could come true, sh-boom. 
fe If I could only spend my whole 
life here with you.. 
The light changes and Murray walks, a man and his magic wand, 
blending into anonymity, disappearing into the night. As END 
CREDITS begin, the SONG CONTINUES... 
"Life could be a dr 
Hello, hello aga 
Here's hopin' we meet 
FADE OUT. 
THE END. 
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